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CHAPTER XXVIII. 

A STSANOE, mcompr^$a)siUe being was Angelica ; 

there was no shame written on her face when I 
encountered her again; no down-looking of the 
eyes which could be understood as a token of 
inward humiliation at the passionate and infantine 
malice which she had just shown. I met her 
gaze earnestly, fixedly, and with as much 
of — " Are you not ashamed of yourself?" as I 
could anyhow put on, but to no purpose. I 
suppose some people are bom without a con- 
science; certainly she had none. She opened 
VOL. n. B 
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her eyes wide when she saw me, with a most 
unmistakeable don't-care-for-you look, and with 
a defiant curl, or rather sneer, on her under lip 
which told me, as plainly as the plainest words 
could have done, that it was of no use for me to 
carry it with a high hand, for that by so doing 
I could neither frown her down into anything 
like self-abasement or into a shadow of fear for 
myself; so I felt that the best course to pursue 
(best, as being the only practicable one) was to b© 
good-tempered about it, and show her that if she 
was not afraid of me, I was not afraid of her ; 
and that I was by no means of too angelic a 
frame of mind, to enjoy a laugh at her expense 
in my own heart. 

**What are you going to wear to-niglit, 
Chatty?" she said to me, with the greatest sang^ 
froidf as we rose from the dinner-table. 

*^ A white muslin." 

As Jeannie spoke for me she blushed deeply. 

^^ It is one that Jeannie has been kind enough 
to lend me," I answered ; ** I have no ball dresses 
of my own." 
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She looked at me hardly. 

** I am not ashamed to confess my poverty," 
I continued, with a smile. " Perhaps if I had made 
the confession sooner you would have spared my 
poor flowers ; I have no other ornaments." 

"Pshaw! I will lend you a dozen gold 
bracelets — will that satisfy you?" 

I recoiled. 

** I would not wear one of your bracelets for the 
world." 

**Then why harp on the wretched flowers; 
what would you have ? If I were in your place, 
and were too poverty-stricken to buy jewellery, 
I should be only too glad to borrow some of 
somebody else." 

** I had rather go without them." 

*'Yes; you are so absurdly proud." 

*' But even if I were rich, I should not wear 
much jewellery; I don't care for it. Now a 
simple bunch of flowers that a friend has given 
me lA very different ; I should have more pleasure 
in wearing it than I should have in all the pre- 
cious stones and gold that are in your possession." 

B 2 



4 THB WHITE HOU0E 

She made no answer^ but fixed her dark 
lustrous eyes upon me searchingly. 

*' You don't believe me," I said. 

" Yes I do ; whatever you are I don't think you 
are a hypocrite." 

" Oh, thank you," I exclaimed, with a mock 
politeness; ^^you are too gracious really! but don't 
you agree with me?" 

"About what?" 

" The flowers." 

" Ah, you were saying some sentimental thing 
about the gift of a friend being more gratifying 
to wear than ^ 

I put my hand on her arm. 

"Angelica, whatever you are, don't be a 
hypocrite. I know that in your secret heart 
you agree with me, or " 

"Or what?" 

" I am not quite such a fool as you imagine 
me!" I answered quickly; "besides, the deduction 
is simple enough— -or you would not have pulled 
Lindsay^s gift to pieces." 

I think she was rather taken aback at my 
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plainness; at any rate she moved from my side 
without giving me another word or look, and she 
seldom did so when she had an expressive word or 
look to give. 

Angelica was in love with Lindsay^ then I Well, 
I had seen it long ago ; there was no occasion for 
me to feel annoyed or disquieted now, for was not 
my love returned? 

Yes, I believed that he loved me. How could 
I help believing so ? And yet — and yet a cold 
chill came over me. Out of the intensity of my 
love for Lindsay, arose a fear of Angelica. I 
quaUed in spirit as I thought of the terrible power 
she held over my fate. Still, I feared less for 
myself than for him. I could endure the thought 
of my own unhappiness, but I could not endure 
the thought of his misery ; and misery a union 
with Angelica must entail upon him. 

She was not intellectual; she had no heart: 
unable as she was to be the joy and solace of a 
domestic hearth, still less was she capable of 
entering into the pursuits and tone of a mind so 
cultivated and refined as his. I could bear the 
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idea of Lindsay's loving anothor, but that that one 
should bo incapable of rendering him happy was 
insupportable. 

And she was clever: clever, cunning, far- 
sighted, unprincipled, and selfish. I trembled 
with apprehension, and grew sick at heart. Ah, 
how little he knew of my fears and prayers for 
his happiness I 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

** Nearly nine o'clock? Oh, I'm so glad! we 
can go down now ; Chatty, are you ready ?" 

Yes, quite," 

How nice you look I you haven't half looked 
at yourself yet ; come to the large mirror in the 
anteroom ; it 's quite empty — ^you must." 

So, half dragging, half pushing, Jeannie led me 
to the mirror. For a minute I stood before it, 
and the burden of my reverie was this : — 

** So, Chatty Wame, you have metamorphosed 
yourself from the little quiet nun of the lonely 
White House by the Sea into a ball-room lady, and 
have entered energetically and rapturously into the 
* giddy round of vain delight' which hitherto you 
have so much despised. But you don't care for 
it : you would rather be away ? Ah, this sophistry 
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is all very well now that you are bedecked in 
white muslin and roses, and on the point of setting 
your foot in the ball-room. It *8 an easy thing to 
despise what you are sure not to lose. You do 
care for it, Chatty Wame ; you are dying with 
anxiety to see if Lindsay Jocolyn remembers his 
promise ; you are fevered with suspense to know 
if among the eighty-three Ingham-Helmsley belles 
he will show. you the slightest mark of preference. 
You fear, you tremble, you look hesitatingly and 
diffidently on your unpretending appearance : 
well, is the conviction new to you that you are 
not pretty? Did you never notice before that 
your features are not classic? Did you ever 
arrogate to yourself a queenly bearing? if so, 
you are much deceived. You are a simple- 
hearted sensible-looking country girl, that is all, 
with a quiet, gentlewomanly manner, that is 
neither majestic nor conmianding, and with 
features not quite regular enough to be handsome, 
but too regular to bo called plain* Why, are 
you not content now? Do you not know^ Chatty 
Wame, that if Lindflay Jocelyn loved joxif you 
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would be entirely beantifiil in his eyes? Do 
you think every one else admires and reverences 
him as you do ? What did Ross say ? You think 
he hates him ? of course^ (fe faoto^ because Ross 
does not hero-worship Lindsay as you do, you 
think he hates him. Ah I there is nothing so 
foolish as to reason with any one in love ^ 

How long this debate between reason and feel- 
ing would have gone on I cannot .say, but at that 
moment a shining, radiant figure was reflected in 
the glass before me. It was Angelica, and I 
started violently. 

Never had I seen her so gorgeous and striking 
as she appeared before us now ; ** she shimmered 
like the sun" in a perfect galaxy of jewels and 
gold ; her skirt, of the richest white brocade, em- 
broidered with gilt stars and flowers, swept like a 
train upon the ground, and the diamond tiara which 
sparkled on her shining black hair might have 
graced the head of majesty. Indeed, she was 
the very personification of an eastern queen ; her 
dusky features were perfectly formed and delicate ; 
he^r eyes had that indolent, swimming look under 
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which you can see a world of fire and passion^ 
and her figure was slight, yet rounded and 
graceful. 

We stood side by side. 

In height we were much alike, but in every 
other respect how different! Angelica thought 
BO too, for her eyes flashed triumphantly as she 
turned to me and said — 

** If you Ve satisfied, Miss Charlton Wame, 
well go down.** 

In a few minutes the ball-room began to fill ; 
Mrs. Dunstan's pale, indolent features flushed with 
excitement and hostess-responsibility, although she 
was energetically backed by the smooth-spoken 
and shining Count Civray, who looked in his 
scrupulous and affected dress the ideal of a 
French beau passd. And oh what a mixed and 
motley assemblage were there I First of all were 
the Vellacotts: Mr. Vellacott is a clergyman; 
he gets three hundred a year, and on this he 
supports a wife who must have a sea-coast cottage 
every autumn, and cannot dine at any other hour 
but aristocratic seven; five daughters who ride 
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single^ who are too well bred to learn anything 
of household duties but to order the servants aftd 
the fashionable but most uncomfortable meals^ 
and whose duty and delight it is to excommuni- 
cate all the Sunday school children who give way 
to the vanity of curls or parasols ; seven sons 
who, of course, ** being nephews to the Bishop 

of N ^," must be brought up to professions ; and 

two servants I On my word, in spite of the seven 
o'clock dinners and the mutton hashes, I pity the 
servants least of all. They, at least, if they share 
the burden, have not the ambition and hitmiliation 
of gentility. The Misses Vellacott are tall girls 
who might be more prepossessing if their carriage 
was not so imgraceful and their dress a little 
more neat, but I must confess their conversation 
does not please me ; they are continually dilating 
on the elegancies and luxuries of their home, the 
strawberry parties, the musical soirees, the green- 
house beauties, the plentiful supply of new and 
expensive books, the multifarious masters, and the 
forty guinea ponies. Now, it is a particular and 
obstinate idiosyncrasy of mine to be somewhat 



12 THE WHITE HOUSE 

incredulous of what is insisted upon with so much 
pains. I have always observed that with a certain 
class of vain and aspiring people it is a rule to be 
continually asserting their right to something to 
which they have not the least pretensions. Now 
this is a great folly^ and the more to be wondered 
at, since it is so easily seen through. But revenons 
h no8 danseursi then there were all the richest 
and smartest of the Ingham-Helmsley shipowners, 
for the most part individuals of one stamp and 
set; good-natured, doubtless, and kind-hearted, 
but whose character, both in the abstract and 
concrete, you could read at once ; for, backwards 
or forwards, spelled which way you will, there was 
but one signatur^love and adndration of money. 
You could see it in the comprehensive glance with 
which the heads of the families took in an average 
estimate, rating all conclusive signs and evidences, 
the annual amount of Mrs. Dunstan's income; 
you could see it in the way in which the younger 
members looked superciliously from your un- 
adorned white muslin to their stiff satins and 
blazing jewellery. And the arbtocracy of 
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Ingham-Helmsley were there also ; Sir Bingham 
Lloyd and his vulgar wife ; Sir John Markham^ 
M.P.; and Lord K 's daughters (the pater- 
familias is unfortunately confined by gout up- 
stairs every Christmas, just when the tradesmen 
most want him below), the Honourable Ciren- 
cester Pyne, who ran off with another man's wife 
because he couldn't afford to keep his own ; and 
a multitude of others — young, old, middle-aged — 
all smiling, all bland, all apparently delighted 
with each other. Ah, how little does the surface 
resemble that which lies underneath I 

It was past ten o'clock, and as yet Lindsay had 
not appeared. "It's a little vanity of dear 
Lindsay's," Jeannie whispered to me, " to be late ; 
do you understand ? he likes to create a sensation, 
it amuses him. How Angelica is watching for 
himl see, how she plumes herself whenever the 
door is opened; she anticipates a triumph to- 
night, but she doesn't know Lindsay. Well, we 11 
see : I hope she won't get one." 

Then Jeannie looked in Angelica's direction 
again, and added — 
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** She will get attention, of course ; all handsome 
coquettes do." 

Presently, a tall and striking-looking man 
entered the room ; there was an involuntary hush, 
for all eyes were turned on the new-comer. It 
was Lindsay. He advanced slowly up the room, 

m 

with an easy gracefulness and nonchalance of 
carriage that was very foreign to the would- 
be prepossession, and affected man-of-thc-world-ism 
of the fashionable young men of Ingham-Helmsley : 
a quiet almost thoughtful smile played on his 
lips, as ho returned the gracious salutations which 
were given him, and he was just known enough to 
be interesting to such stranger-secking, stranger- 
loving people as Mrs. Dunstan's guests. A vacant 
chair was by Angelica; he passed it, and I saw 
her eyes flash with rising anger as he did so. My 
heart beat quickly with an indefinite sensation of 
joy. In another moment he was by my side. 

"You see,'' he said, softly, "that I have not 
forgotten my promise." 

Then bending down, he fastened a small cluster 
of roses to my brooch, and added — 
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**You deserve double and treble such a 
se^^^ce as this, for I owe you so much." 

"Mel what have I done for you?" I asked 
tremblingly, for his presence always unnerved 
me. 

**Much; to you I owe the chief pleasure of 
this evening — your presence." 

Then he exclaimed in a different voice — 
" You have never been in a ball-room before ; 
what do you think of it all ?" 

"The question is a diflScult one. I hardly 
know yet what my ideas are." 
" Analyse them : do you like it ?" 

" I do not know ; I feel very happy " 

"As happy as ever you felt in your life 
before?" 

" Yes ; I have not often been very happy." 
For a minute he looked at me searchingly, 
" And yet," he continued, musingly, " it would 
be difficult for you to name one individual cause 
for this feeling ; is it not so ? It does not arise 
from finding yourself in such society, refined 
of mind, and faultless of manners, though it be ! " 
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This was said with irony^ and I smiled* 

" Oh no, no 1" 

^^And it does not arise from the mere love 
of gaiety ; your taste does not lie that way. Right 
again, Chatty?" 

'' Yes.'' 

^^Ahl" he said, gaily, "had I the wisdom of 
forty Solomons, I can see by your face. Chatty, 
that you are determined my wisdom shall not 
prevail against you. You will not tell me ?" 

" Not for the world." 

**Then I shall imagine it to be just what I 
please. They are forming for a quadrille. Give 
me your hand." 

After the quadrille, came a Lancer's. Lindsay 
danced with Jeannio this time, but they were w-4- 
via to me, and as my companion only addressed me 
once, and then to ask if I did not think the room 
growing excessively warm, looking excessively 
sheepish whilst he did so, I could hear all the 
witty and pleasant things Lindsay was saying, and 
for which he invariably looked to me for an 
answer. And so the hours wore on; and he 
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was never long from my side, and I was very 
happy, except now and then, when amidst the 
white drapery and festoons a pair of black shining 
eyes flashed on me with a jealous and passionate 
looL 

Only once I saw him with her ; her head 
was raised to his, and she was speaking to him 
with a variable and hurried manner,— now 
pleadingly, reproachfully — ^now vehemently, ener- 
getically — ^her eyes changing their expression as 
she spoke, from softness to eagerness, and £rom 
eagerness to softness again, as her voice altered. 
Twice Lindsay bent his head low, and answered 
her. He did not say much, two or three words 
only, but Angelica laid her hand on his arm 
significantly, and looked up into his face with 
a grateful look ; then they were both silent 

Strange,, but at that moment I remembered 
Ross's words, and the remembrance sent a pang 
through my heart 

"Pshaw! 'tis nothing. Angelica has been 
scolding him because he hasn't danced with her ; 
that's all: and he has promised to be more 

VOL. n. 
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attentive in future. He told me a little while 
ago that he expected a regular storm.'' 

It was Jeannie who spoke; she had suddenly 
broken in on my reverie, and divined with 
uncommon tact the subject of my thoughts. I 
blushed at my own self-deception, and took care 
not to welcome the terrible thought again. 

By and by the dancing-room cleared : parties of 
two and four strolled up and down the music 
gallery, through the refreshment rooms and 
conservatory, and groups were knotted at every 
entrance; there was a warm perfome of flowers 
and wine, and a low indistinct murmur of much 
conversation. Lindsay was again with us; he 
had not mentioned Angelica's name, but when 
she passed us he averted his face and smiled 
sarcastically. The smile was directed to me, and 
I read in it a deep meaning. 

" Come into the hall, said Jeannie, rising ; " I 
think it will be cool there, for no one seems to 
know where to find it, and I want to have 
you see how pretty the flower-stands and statues 
and Chinese lamps look, Lindsay; you know 
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it was fitted up entirely according to my direc- 
tion. 

Lindsay rose^ for he was always pleased to 
praise Jeannie, and we went 

It was charming ; the entrance-wap^ all except- 
ing one, were hidden by rows of winter shrubs 
and flowers, in huge pots of fentastic shape, and 
among which were placed vases and statuary, 
shining out from the dark green leaves. The 
place was only partially lighted — ^here Jeannie's 
taste had done her good stead — ^by brightly 
coloured Chinese lamps; and though we could 
hear the surrounding hum of conversation, it 
was very quiet and refreshmg. 

Lindsay was very silent; his face resting on 
his hand, and his eyes fixed on the ground, 
abstractedly, and we were quiet also. Once he 
said — 

** Do not let us go back again yet ;" and there 
was almost a sadness in his voice; but that was 
alL 

At last, when the music began^ Jeannie jumped 
up, saying she had forgotten an engagement with 

02 



20 THE WHITE HOUSE 

Mr. Erasmus Y ellacott for the next waltz. When 
she was gone^ Lindsay tamed to me and began — 

*^ What a dear chUd Jeannie is? " 

" Yes ; who could help loving her ? ** 

'^ No one ; I am not sure that she has a fault. 
Do you think she likes me. Chatty ? " 

** I am sure of it** 

'^I am rejoiced to hear you say so. I am 
very fond of her; she is like a little sister to me. 
How she loves you I ** 
• ** I have no other friend.'' 

Then I corrected myself, and added — 

" At least, I have only one other.** 

I blushed, and Lindsay knit his brows : 

^' Then you do not consider me a friend? " he 
said, in a half-offended tone. 

** I said one other.** 

^^ And that one is Mr. Stirling: it is not so? " 

I hesitated. 

^^ Chatty," he continued, in a reproachful voice, 
^'I am disappointed. I had hoped that you 
would at least bestow on me the name of 
friend.** 
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He drew back> with contracted brow and 
oompressed lips. 

^^ Forgive me^** I said, mustering courage^ ^^I did 
not mean that — I should be glad and proud*— oh, 
Lindsay, I have so few friends ; you will forgive 
my words, and let me look up to you as a fiiend, 
will you not ? " 

He held out his hand to me, with his old 
playful kindly smile, and clasped mine with a 
friendly touch. 

" A contract," he said smiling, *' never to be 
broken." 

At that moment ; when the words were hardly 
out of his lips, and his hand still held mine, there 
was a rustle in the green leaves behind me; and 
before I could turn my head to look, the string 
which had confined the marble Diana to its place 
gave way: the statue reeled — ^it fell — ^fell with 
a heavy and sharp blow on my forehead. My eyes 
swam ; a feeling of sickness and giddiness came 
over me, and the blood streamed down from the 
wound on to the ground. Then Lindsay bore me. 
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strongly and tenderlyj as if I were a child^ to my 
own room ; and though I was stunned and £unt and 
speechless^ I forgot half the pain in the pleasure of 
listening to the solicitude of the belored voice. 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

Aftee my wound had been dressed^ and the 
physician was gone^ Lindsay rose to go; only 
Jeannie would be left in the room, and a vague 
sense of fear overpowered ma I held out my 
hand as if to detain him, and whispered — 

" Oh, do not go yet — please do not, till Susan 
comes." 

He smiled a kind assent, and seated himself on 
a chair, beside the sofa, on which I lay. Jeannie 
sat on a little stool by the fire opposite, regarding 
me with anxious and afiectionate looks. 

When I spoke, she bent her head forward and 
said, in a low voice, to Lindsay — 

" She seems to be under a fear of something. 
How strange it is I so courageous as Chatty is 
in ordinary tool" 

She regarded him questioningly, bi^t he only 



24 THE WHITE HOUSE 

shook his head, and raised his finger to his lips, as 
if to enjoin silence. 

How heavy and complete that silence was I I 
lay perfectly motionless, and without the power 
of stirring, gazing with fixed, strained, fearful 
eyes on the half-opened door. I could not see 
anything else. I tried to see anything, think of 
anything, but that dreadftil door ; it was no use, 
and the fascination was agony. By and by I 
saw a tall figure move softly, very softly across 
the room, shut the door and bolt it Then I 
looked in that direction no more, and felt aa if I 
could rest It was not so. Once or twice, indeed, I 
closed my eyes and slept. But oh, what a dreadful 
sleep was that I the nightmare visions were even 
worse than the day hallucinations. A horrible numb- 
ness and powerlessness seemed to paralyze me like 
a spell ; and a fiendlike shape, omnipresent and 
revengeftd, hovered near, intent to take away my 
life. I tried to break away from the charm — to rise 
— ^to flee away, but I could not, and awoke, crying — 
"She is coming, she is coming I Lindsay, save 
mel'' 



BT THE SEA* 25 

They both rose in slaxm, and stood beside me. 
Jeannie pressed her cool pahn on my burning 
forehead^ and Lindsay took my trembling hands 
in his. 

^ It was a dream^*^ I said^ in a fSEunt voice; ^'oh 
do not let me go to sleep again.** 

** You shall not," he said, gently; **and we are 
both with you — Jeannie and L" 

By and by there was a tap at the door. I 
started convulsively. 

''It's only Susan I** Jeannie exclaimed; ''shall 
I let her in. Chatty dear?** 

Susan was a privileged " old servant ** of Mrs. 
Dunstan's, of strong nerves, good heart and sound 
principles ; consequently she was trustworthy and 
trusted : nothing could be done without her, and 
nothing was kept from her. 

"Oh yes; I shall be quite contented with her; 
and do you both go to rest, you need it** 

" I do not : and if I were, I could sleep in the 
arm-chair here, by the fire,** answered Jeannie, 
decisively. "I would not leave you for the 
world." 
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"You are quite right, Jeannie; £Ood night, 
then.'' He bent over me, and added, in a 
lower key, "Be convposed, I entreat you, and 
try and rest tranquilly; when the excitement 
of the first shock is over you will feel much 
better; believe me, there is nothing to fear now; 
and even if there were, shall not I watch over 
you?*' 

I tried to smile my thanks, and then he went 
Jeannie shut the door, barred it, and, having 
assisted Susan in undressing me, ensconced 
herself on the sofa I had quitted; Susan took 
the arm-chair, and Lindsay's words acting like 
a charm upon me, I fell into a sweet and soothing 
sleep. It did not last long, however; I awoke 
with a nervous, throbbing pain at my temples, 
and an overworn, listless sensation that I had 
never experienced before. By daylight the 
physician was at my bedside again. 

"You have had a restless night?" he said, 
abruptly, 

"Yes." 

"And yet I administered a sedative, and you 
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are tmnsed to them^ are you not ; you have never 
been very ill before?" 

**No.'' 

" Strange." 

He scrutinized me minutely for a few minutes, 
and then continued — 

** And you are not constitutionally nervous?" 

** Not in the least" 

Again he mused. 

'^It was not the accident alone that can have 
so affected you. There was some other cause 
associated with it ; am I not right?" 

I assented, and he motioned Susan to leave 
the room; Jeannie had left it an hour since at 
my entreaty to take some real rest in her own 
room, and the physician and I were alona He 
was a tall, unconmion looking man, with quiet 
down-looking eyes that to some observers might 
seem to denote an indolent and careless tempera- 
ment, but which I have always found, on fiirther 
study, characterize a type of men (and those 
down-looking, unrevealing eyes are rare) who 
read others well, but are never read; who see 
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farthest bnt are neyer supposed to see anything at 
alL And such mdividuals are close students of 
the philosophy of human nature. 

^' There is some one in this house^ " I said> in a 
lowered but distinct voice, " who .hates me.** 

" Go on, you have something else to say?** 

" And the cause of her hate is— jealousy." 

*' Is there any ground for it?" 

^' Perhaps sol " I answered, flushing slightly. 

The face opposite to mine assumed a very 
grave look. I could see that Dr. Lambert's 
shrewd surmises had filled up my suggestions 
accurately. 

^^ Tou cannot advise me, sir?" I said, despond- 

^' I am afraid not ; your case is a very peculiar 
and difficult one ; the only safe course would be 
to—" 
" Go away ? That would imply cowardice." 
" Yes, I am aware of it; but consider— only to 
one person that cowardice would be apparent, and 
that one — ^knowing what she is, what matters it 
what her opinion of you may be ?" 
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" You guess, then ?" 

He smiled. 

"Of course; do yon think I have attended 
this house so long and not formed an estimate 
of the members? But, my dear young lady, 
some course must be taken. Are you aware that 
there is Spanish as well as Indian blood in her 
veins?'' 
, Involuntarily I shuddered. 

**Do not distress yourself now," said Dr. 
Lambert, kindly, "a few days hence will do; 
keep to your room, and try to be as composed as 
you can : as long as you are a prisoner here, I 
can answer for your safety." 

Then he rang for Susan, spoke a few words 
to her in an undertone, shook hands cordially 
with me, and went 
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CHAPTER XXXI. 

Db« Lahbebt and I became good friends* He 
was interested in me^ and I knew it; besides, 
though there was so much necessary difference 
between myself and the clever experienced doctor, 
and though in character there could be hardly 
a' point of resemblance, there was a tone and 
idiosyncrasy of his mind into which I could enter 
at once, and comprehend perfectly. This he saw, 
and it pleased him. 

Almost a week passed ; my wound was healing 
fast, and with returning strength returned some- 
thing of my old courage also ; but I still kept to 
my own room, and Dr. Lambert, although his 
visits could hardly be termed professional ones 
now, still continued them daily. 

" Miss Wame," he said to me one day, after 
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we had had a long conversation^ "I wish you 
had not been a lady — ^I mean that yon had been 
of the other sex." 

*'Why so, sir?" I asked, smiling at his 
earnestness. 

" Why ? because you have the stuflF in you 
to make a man! and very rare material that is 
now-a-days; well, in the first place you have 
got brains — ^your perceptive powers are quick, 
active, and correct ; in the next place, you have 
got a mind — all the experiences, reflections, and 
conclusions that you have harvested up are of 
use to you. You can perceive, but, what is a far 
rarer faculty, you can reason. On my word. 
Miss Wame, you surprise me — your educa- 
tion " 

" I have had none, sir.** 

"Pardon me," resumed the physician, tartly, 
" you have had the very best education, for you 
have been self-taught ; but you do surprise me, 
I assure you. Your life has been uniformly spent 
at Ingham, I believe, you have informed me?" 

" Entirely so." 
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** And I have not known one woman in fifty — 
not one in a hundred — under twenty, who 
has shown, even in a long acquaintance, the 
acuteness of observation, and the just and clear 
discrimination that you have shown me during 
our short intercourse. Yet I have known women 
of all ages, spheres, and characters, women who 
have travelled half their lives, women who 
have lived in large circles of society, both in 
London and Paris — and you have never been 
beyond a little out-of-the-way old-fashioned town 
on the coast But what matters it? Human 
nature is the same every where. 'Tis but the 
same word spelled differently. Tou would like 
to travel, I dare say?** 

" Very much.** 

"Of course; and if you went up the Rhine 
and came home by Paris you would think you 
had seen the world. Some American writer calls 
travelling a 'fool's paradise;' I don't quite think 
sa There b much to be learned in foreign 
travel, doubtless; but on an average, take a 
man who has spent half his life in wandering 
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up and down the world — ^who has seen Athens, 
Jerasalem, and Rome ; take another who has 
reached the same term of life, bnt which he has 
passed in some active calling in a great city or 
community ; let them both be of mediocre abilities, 
neither quite sages or fools, and ten to one if the 
latter be not the wiser of the two, and the most 
useful member of society as welL You agree 
with me?" 

" As far my knowledge of the subject guides 
me, quite." 

" Of course ; so you would if your knowledge 
of the thing were a half-century's experience. 
You 're no fool. Miss Wame, I assure you." 

" I am glad you think so, sir." 

"Ah," said the doctor, contemplatively drawing 
on his glove, "a strange patchwork is society, 
and the human character in general! and we 
country practitioners, though some might not 
think so, get a good many insights and gleanings 
thereof. By the by, you needn't wear that 
bandage again ; never mind the look of the scar, 
it will soon go. Well, and what deterpainatiou 
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have you come to? — to face the enemy like a 
true-bom Briton ?** 

" Oh yes, there is nothing else to be done," 

" I thought so ; though if I were in your place 
I must say I do not think I should be so brave 
about it. Open warfare I don't mind, but Spanish 
jealousy and Indian stealth, where a cavalier 
is concerned, is quite another thing. Poisons, 
stilettos, sharp marble vases hurled at one 
unawares ; really," he added, with a shrug of the 
shoulders, but smiling nevertheless, "these are 
not at all to my taste. Good-bye. Keep up here 
till I come again.'' 

The doctor's retreating steps bad hardly died 
away when Jeannie opened the door on tip-toe. 

" Are you alone. Chatty ? " she almost 
whispered. 

" Quite. But why, Jeannie, what 's the 
matter ? " 

She had flung herself into my arms, and was 
weeping violently. 

"What can it be? Do tell me; you do not 
know bow distressed I am." 
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"The Count — the Count!" sobbed Jeannie> 
more bitterly than ever. 

" Count Civray ; what of him ? He isn't 
going to marry you, nolens volens, is he?" 

The sobs continued, 

" My dear Jeannie," I said, tenderly, " I 
ought not to have jested with you at such a 
time. Look up, say that you forgive me, and 
tell me what this grief is." 

My quiet, earnest words were not without 
eflect; she dried her eyes, and said — 

" Oh, Chatty, mamma has just told me she is 
gomg to mairy the Count ! " 

"Marry him?" 

I did not wonder at Jeannie's tears now ; and 
my heart was very sad for her. 

** Yes," continued the poor child, stopping in her 
sentences to give way to a fresh burst of tears, 
*^ and she says that she will for the ftiture 
live mostly in Paris, and I hate Paris so, and that 
very likely she will never come to Ingham 
again, and oh. Chatty, I detest him so much ! 
How can I be happy, having to live in his house 
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always, and to pay him respect as if he were 
my father : and to think that I shall have to live 
in Paris, and never see you ^ 

" Do not say never, Jeannie.'' 

" It will almost be never, for the Count hates 
watering places, and mamma says it is high time 
for me to \^e polished up by society. Oh dear. 
Chatty, I am so unhappy; and I made mamma 
angry too.** 

"How was that?" 

" She called me into the drawing-room, to tell 
me of this, and the Count was there too, and 
when she told me to rush into the arms of my new 
father, I stood still, looking downcast enough, and 
feeling ready to cry. Then the Count said, * Mees 
is vare ashamed,' meaning shy, but I exclaimed, 
' Oh no, monsieur, I am not shy at all,' and ran out 
of the room. Of course mamma was very angry, 
and when he was gone called me to her, and told 
me how very unbecoming my conduct was, and I 
really was sorry. But that horrid Count I — I felt 
so mortified and vexed. How can mamma like 
him!" 
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"Beauty is in the eyes of a gazer; your 
mamma often wonders why you like me so much." 

"But she likes you too, in her way, and so does 
every one — except Angelica. This is the last day 
of Lindsay's stay; can't you come down-stairs?" 
she asked, her thoughts suddenly turned into 
another channel. 

"Dr. Lambert ordered me not, but I should 
very much like to do so. When is he coming 
again?" 

" Lindsay ? oh, it will not be long, but he will 
only be able to stay a day or two. What a 
pleasant Christmas I thought this was to be I" 

" So it has been in some respects." 

" It would have been all along, but for Angelica 
and the Count," murmured poor Jeannie, dolefiilly. 

" But I try to be happy in spite of Angelica,* 
and you must do the same, in spite of the Count." 

" I will try," she said, gravely, " but I cannot be 
like you. Chatty." 

" And what time is Jiindsay going ?" 
By the nine o'clock train, I think. Ah, now 

remember I am sure of it, for mamma has asked 
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some people to dinner^ and he said he would stay 
as late as he could. He will come and say good 
bye to yoU) of course ; I will arrange the room5 
and make it look pretty; Lindsay notice^ these 
things so.'' 

So^ forgetful of the terrible Count, she busied 
about, with a glad and childish gracefulness 
which warmed my heart to see ; and marvellous 
was the effect of her touching-up — the room 
looked quite bright and elegant ; then, promising 
me that she would return when her toilette was 
over, she left me to dress for the dinner party. 

At six o'clock, the guests arrived, and I was 
left again alone. Susan offered me her com- 
panionship, but I liked best to be alone, and 
my nervousness had quite worn off, although I 
still felt a dread of Angelica's society. So, 
stirring up my little fire to a bright blaze, I leant 
back in the arm-chair and fell into a reverie. 

By and by, I heard the sound of music. 
The dinner was over then, and the guests were 
in the drawing-room. Would he not seize the 
opportimity now ? 
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The moments passed slowly. I sat in still 
sorrowfU loneliness, and quivered and grew pale 
at every sound. 

The dock struck eight Only one hour 
more! 

Oh, how tumultuously and expectantly my 
heart beat I He had called himself my friend: 
was I so valued, that only the frivolities of a 
dinner-party were sufficient to banish me from 
his thoughts ? 

At length the stillness and solitude became 
insuj^rtable to me. I coidd bear the suspense 
of my prison no longer; and, opening the door 
gently, paced up and down the corridor. 

I could hear no sound, save now and then a 
door was opened in the servants' hall, and the 
faint murmurs of conversation came to me from 
the drawing-room below. It was a bright clear 
night; a night reminding me of that one on 
which I had stood, he had come to my side to 
ask me to be at the ball. — his hair had touched 
my forehead as he bent over me, and his voice 
had murmured, in low earnest tones : " Do not 
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refuse — I would grant you any favour you might 
ask me.'' And all that he required of ine^ had 
been my presence. 

I leaned upon the balustrade^ and looked out 
of the same window where we had stood together. 
As I gazed on the beautiful stars in their calm 
grandeur, my eyes filled with tears. I felt that 
I wronged him by this mistrustfulness ; the doubt 
and bitterness of my heart passed away, and it 
expanded and overflowed with happiness. 

Suddenly I heard the soimd of voices and foot^ 
steps, on the gravel path beneath. Involuntarily 
I held my breath and leaned forward. I could 
see nothing clearly, but so silent and hushed 
was the night, that every word and expression 
of these two voices reached my ears with perfect 
distinctness. One was Angelica's and the 
other — the other was his ! 

And he was saying : 

" Love her ? oh no. But is then not a triumph 
in winning love, even when you have none to give 
in return ? " 

I did not faint — I did not utter a sound — ^but 
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silently, very silently, I 4rew back from the 
window, and closing the door of my little room, 
sat down tearless, marble-like and subdued. For 
the iron had entered into my soul, and the gate 
of my Paradise was shut for ever. 
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CHAPTER XXXII. 

I HEABD his step on the oaken staircase. Another 
time the sound of that light springmg tread, 
that my heart could tell from a hun(lred5 would 
have made it dance and beat high with joy ; but 
now 

I sent back the tide of overwhelming emotions 
with a strong agonised effort^ and rose to meet 
him with a stony look, and a voice from which 
life and hope had died away, but it was calm. 
That was all I wanted. 

" So I am come to say good-bye, little prisoner," 
he exclaimed, in the same unchanged musical 
tones ; " but I hope you will be free from your 
chains when I come again." 

*^ I shake them off to-day," I answered, 
studiously keeping my back to the light 

"I am delighted to hear it; still, I do not 
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think your * Prison Hours' have been unhappy- 
ones; the fetters hung lightly on you?" 

« Very lightly." 

We had been unconsciously following up an 
allegory, and my last words were spoken with 
sadness. 

*^ But," I exclaimed, feigning gaiety and break- 
ing from the constraint, ''chains are chains 
nevertheless, and I am glad to be free again. 
And you are returning to London?" 

"Yes. The duties of my life compel me to 
forego its pleasures; a professional man's time 
is no longer his own; he gives it to society, 
and society is ungrateful ; I am tired of it Our 
rewards are unworthy our services." 

"But then there is " I hesitated. 

" What ? pray finish your sentence." 

"The ambition of rising. Is not that some- 
thing?" 

"That is a true woman's speech. Chatty, 
Chatty, ambition in books and ambition in prac- 
tice are diflferent things. But I know what you 
mean, and I have felt the meaning of the word 
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once. Ambition in its noblest and purest sense — 
it was a long time ago." 

The uncertain blaze of the fire shone on his 
face as he spoke, and there was a light in his 
eyes and a quiver in his lips. 

^^ Ah,^ he exclaimed, changing his tone and 
turning away, ^'that was a long time ago; in 
my romantic days, Chatty, when my cheek was 
smooth, and my heart simple, I fell in love. 
Voilk tout! Well, I suppose I must soon say 
good-bye — ^but I hate the word so." 

I averted my face, and did not speak. 

*'I have no bright hours in my existence," he 
continued, '^ save those which are spent here ; 
and your presence has contributed so much to 
make them so." 

I still looked towards the fire. I felt that I 
was turning death-pale. A cold dew gathered 
on my forehead. I trembled from head to foot 
Oh, had he known how I loved him, would he — 
could he have been so cruel ? Just then the door 
was opened suddenly by one of Mrs. Dunstan's 
servants : 
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^^ K you please^ sir, the horse is ready ; and it 
wants only a quarter to nine, sir." 

« Coming directly : teU Thompson, he can ride 
on and get my ticket" 

The servant retired. 

** Then I suppose I must go.** 

He approached me, and held out his hand; 
as I stepped forward, the light of the fire flickered 
on my troubled, tear-wet face : I saw the colour 
heighten on his cheek ; and, as if moved by some 
sudden impulse, it might be by compassion, he 
stooped hastily, and pressed his lips upon my 
brow. 

In less than a minute more, he had moimted 
his horse and galloped off. I listened till the 
sound of the horses' feet had died away in the 
distance. Then I buried my face in my hands 
and wept 
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CHAPTER XXXIIL 

Thebe arc some circumstances in life that bring 
upon our hearts in the space of one hour, the 
shadows and heaviness of many years. We awake 
with the sun and are glad; the birds sing, the air 
is perfumed with the breath of manifold sweet 
flowers; the cool untroubled waters reflect the sky- 
blue of the heavens, where the lark carols joyftdly. 
Then in a moment aU is changed; the earth is as 
fair as it ever was; no change has come to the 
skies, and woods, and streams; all is smiling, 
serene and beautiful — but the imseen serpent has 
entered into our Eden, and it is Eden no longer. 
And I think that to the young there is no sorrow 
so killing, so utterly hopeless and deep-sinking as 
to find that the friend we loved and trusted, and 
prayed for — ^the one of all others in the wide 



BY THE S¥:a. 47 

world to whom we have given the wealth of our 
inner-world of affections — is careless of our lov^— 
contemptuous of our trustfulness, and unworthy of 
our friendship. 

A beloved one goes down into the grave, and 
the place he has filled is empty, and the hearth 
which knew him is desolate. We pour out our 
sorrow in tears, but not as those who have no 
hope; for his heart was loyal till the end, and 
there is no cloud on the memory which is dearer 
to us than any living thing. But when our rich 
and unlimited affections are played with, mocked 
at, and trod imder foot, by one whom we felt that 
we coidd not love too well, for this there is no cure 
but repentance and the slow consolation of timel 

And oh 1 if they to whom the winning of youthful 
and imsuspecting hearts is merely a sport and an 
amusement — if, I say, they could but know to the 
fall extent the pain and the wrong they inflict — 
could they but know how often their lightness 
and fickleness are the seeds of a whole life's 
imhappiness and evil, is it possible they would not 
relent and forbear? 
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Call it fickleness— -call it amusement who will, 
but it is something more. Effects are difficult 
to be estimated in their multitude and variety, 
but causes once clearly arrived at are easily 
weighed; and if he is called a murderer who 
takes away the life of his fellow, what shall he be 
called who robs an existence of much happiness, 
often of much good, sometimes of both, till all 
that was fair and holy is warped by an infinitude 
of evil ? 
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CHAPTER XXXIV. 

But I was not crushed. After the first outburst 
of grief had passed away^ indignation and pride took 
its place. The old Charlton spirit rose within me» 
I had loved him, but I would love him no longer; I 
coidd love the Lindsay of my imagination, the 
brave, noble-hearted, generous Lindsay of former 
days; the other — the one who had been so heart- 
less and so cruel — ^henceforth I must despise. I 
would try to forget him. Alas, it was very hard 
to forget what had a day before been the simshine 
and glory of my life. 

So, it had come to this. Lindsay was cowardly, 
false, mean. He had stooped to deceit, he had 
stooped to baseness, he had stooped to treachery. 
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Who then was to be trusted ? Since my temple 
had fallen to the ground^ the whole earth seemed 
to crumble from my feet. I tried to be calm^ 
resigned, but I never knew till now what resigna- 
tion meant. 

The whole house was hushed, but I could not 
sleep. I fell into a retrospect of other days. I 
recalled the night I had first met him; every 
feature and occurrence of that evening's adventure 
rose before. me in minute distinctness. I re- 
membered quite well papa's bewilderment, and the 
scene in the kitchen of the lonely White House by 
the Sea. Lindsay leaning against the wall, his 
arms folded, and the bright locks hanging over 
his brow. How I had trembled when he spoke to 
me, and when I encountered the gaze of those 
fine thoughtful eyes, Mrs. Dunstan's afiectation 
and Angelica's rudeness. Ah, she hated me from 
the first ! well, she had no cause to hate me now. 
Somehow, I looked back very regretfully to the 
White House now. My life there was troubled and 
sad, every day brought forth trials and difficulties — 
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poverty, despondency and loneliness: all these I 
had to contend with, and yet I looked back to 
them. Is this diflBcult to understand? There I 
was unenvied and peaceful; there I had loved 
Lindsay Jocelyn, and had not known him. 

Poor, poor papa! could he have seen me then 
he would not have thought I was obeying his last 
command. 

When I awoke the next morning, having fallen 
into an uncomfortable sleep at daybreak, Jeannie 
was standing by my bedside with a letter in her 
hand. 

" Why, Chatty, dear," she exclaimed, " how un- 
easily you have been sleeping ! you were dreaming 
some horrible thing I am sure, for you have been 
saying such strange, wild things. Well, I have got 
a letter for you." 

« For me?" 

^^Yes; read it." 

Instantly the thought flashed across my brain 
that it must 1>e from Lindsay, for I was but half 
awake, and all sorts of impossible contingencies flew 
over my mind in the space of a second; I took it 
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from lier with trembling hands. But it ran as 
follows: — 

" My dbab Child— Come to me at once. I know 
that I am demanding a sacrifice of you, but I also 
know well that it will be made. My carriage can 
wait any length of time it will require you to 
make your preparations for departure. 

"Your affectionate friend, 

" Edward Stirling." 

Mr. Stirling little thought how pleasant obedi- 
ence was. To be free from Angelica's hatefiil 
society — from the painfulness and misery of Lind- 
say's })resence^ — to go away — anywhere, so as it were 
but away— oh, it seemed to me that this letter was 
a mercy from Heaven I 

" I will go at once," I said. 

"Go? go where? what do you mean?" asked 
poor Jeannie, in extreme bewilderment 

I put the letter in her hand. 
, " Send me up a cup of coffee, Jeannie, will you, 
and a morsel of toast I can be ready in half an 
hour with your help. Don't cry, dear ; I must go. 
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you know^ since he wishes it ; and I shall see you 
often." 

"That horrid CJount and Angelica," — sobbed 

« 

Jeannie, " and you away I What shall I do without 
you?" 

" My dear Jeannie," I said, gravely, **you do not 
wish to grieve me, I know, and you do grieve me 
very much by these tears. I too shall be very, 
very sorry to leave you ; but is not any sorrow 
made lighter by bearing it patiently ? and every- 
thing, even these little occurrences, Jeannie, are 
ordered by One who knows what is best for us. 
So dry your eyes, and help me, like my own brave 
resolute little Jeannie." 

My words were not without eflTect; she brushed 
away her tears, set to work on my packing up ; and, 
by a strong effort, mastered her emotion, even when 
she bade me farewelL 

Angelica and Mrs. Dunstan stood in the hall. 

Angelica was quite cordial; she congratulated 
me on my convalescence, shook hands warmly, 
and held my reticule and books for five minutes, 
whilst I was submitting to Mrs. Dunstan's very 
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I)oinpous embraces — ^but the good ludy meant 
kindly and I ought not to satirize her. 

In a quarter of an hour I was set down at the 
))ortico of Mr. Stirling's house. He was standing 
at the door waiting for me^ and pressed a kind 
kiss of welcome on my brow. 

" I knew you would come^ my child," he said, 
with a touch of sadness in his voice, '^ and would 
to Heaven that I could have welcomed you to 
your new home under happier circumstances." 

He opened the library door, and drew me in. 
Then, motioning me to sit down, he placed him- 
self opi)osite, and for the first time I noticed that 
Iiis face was pale and careworn. 

" I have another daughter now," he said, letting 
his hand rest on my shoulder. 

I looked up wonderingly. 

" Yes," he continued, smilmg faintly, •* I have 
two daughters now — but one is weak, and help- 
less, and dependent, and the other is neither of 
these three things, and I look to her for help, 
and consolation, and support. Am I to be dis- 
aj)pointed ?" 
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" I will do my best," I answered, with heart- 
felt gratitude. 

^* I know it ; and I know that my expectations 
will be amply fulfilled ; but now you will wonder 
why I have sent for you. Chatty, my poor wife 
is dying." 

I started, and turned pale. 

" Yes," he added, in the same quiet measured 
tones, *^ at least Dr. Lambert gives me but a 
faint shadow of hope; and, strange to say, 
there seems no real disease — oijily a gradual 
wasting and wearing away of strength, and an 
unaccountable depression of spirits. It has seemed 
coming on a long time, even before the birth of 
this poor little girl. You wonder why I say so, 
but will she not be motherless — has she not come 
into a life of many sorrows ? But to return ; the 
physicians met yesterday, and they unanimously 
agreed that nothing would be. more beneficial 
than the cheerftd society of one of her own sex. 
Besides," a slight flush passed over his features, 
and he continued, ^'besides, no one is with her 
but strangers and selfish hirelings — you will be 
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a sister to betj Chatty^ and watch over her, will 
you not?'' 

'* I will, indeed I will," I answered, fervently. 

" Heaven bless you, my child, both for th 
words and the truthfulness with which they were 
uttered. Ah, Chatty, what should I do without 
you?" 
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CHAPTER XXXV. 

The poor pale face that flushed up as I entered 
was still very lovely. It was a face that bespoke 
uncommon gentleness and patience of character^ 
and there was no visible trace of low birth either 
in the delicate features^ or in the slender and 
drooping figure which reminded you of a broken 
flower. She was lying on a couch; her head 
drooping wearily on the pillow in a desponding^ 
listless attitude that grieved my heart to witness. 
Little Ned, who was a great help to the em- 
barrassment of our flrst meeting, soon decoyed 
me into a game of ninepins on the hearth-rug, 
but I could not help turning from the happy 
child to the young mother. Lovely as she was 
now, she must have been lovelier still in the 
days of early girlhood. My imagination went 
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back to the time when the sunken cheek was 
rosy and rounded with health and hope, and the 
soft dark eyes sparkled with young happiness. 
I conjectured the deep brown hair gathered in 
thick braids over the clear forehead^ and smiles 
dancing round the comers of the bright lips. 
Ah, well might she have been a mother's joy, 
and a father's pride 1 Then I thought of the 
heavy sorrows which had taken the bloom from 
the early rose-bud, and which had bowed the 
spirits of the poor parents in the dust of humi- 
liation. It was a problem. She had been deeply 
wronged, and she had deeply erred ; but for her 
wrong she had received a noble atonement, and 
for her error she had fulfilled years of penitence, 
sufiering, and patient endurance. The world 
might sneer at the one and scoff at the other, 
but before the Great White Throne in Heaven, 
and before all the wise and good on earth, they 
shall both be acquitted. 

** Hush, darling, mamma is ill, and Ned mustn't 
make a noise, because it hurts mamma." 

The child opened his large blue eyes as I spoke. 
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and rising tottered in little hushed steps to the 
poor invalid's side^ then he stood on tip-toe^ and 
kissed her cheek. It was a tacit appeal to for- 
giveness^ and the tears rose to my eyes. 

" Me be so quiet, Tatty," he whispered, putting 
his arms around my neck ; ^^ me be so quiet, poor 
mammal" 

By and by, a stout, consequential nurse 
appeared, bearing a jelly on a silver tray. The 
tray was of the richest and heaviest pattern; 
the jelly looked colourless and insipid. 

^^Mrs. Burroughs," said the invalid, speaking 
in nervous timid tones, " I wish you would be 
so kind as to put more wine in the jelly next 
time. I cannot eat this, it is so tasteless." 

" Oh, as you like, of course, ma'am," was the 
officious unpleasant answer, '^ I been't a going 
to dictate to you, but your hand is as hot as 
fire, ma'am, and wine is a sure thing to bring on 
fever. I did take such pains a making this here 
jelly that I thought it would suit" 

The spoon was raised to the lips once again, 
but as quickly laid down. 



60 THE WHITE HOUSE 

*' I dare say it 's my taste ; I 'm sadly dainty^ I 
know. Never mind^ Mrs. Burroughs. Don't 
make any more." 

'* I beg your pardon," I said, quickly, for the 
woman's cool rudeness had quite conquered my 
averseness to interference; **I beg your pardon, 
but I really think in Mrs. Stirling's weak state 
the more strengthening things she takes the 
better, and a little wine could do no possible 
harm. Let me make you one? I am a very good 
hand, and know what an invalid's taste is." 

** Don't leave me," she answered, in a pleading 
voice, laying her hand on my arm. 

^^ Oh no, there is no occasion. I will make it 
here." 

" It isn't exactly the place, miss," sulkily urged 
the domestic, thinking, I suppose, of the numerous 
steps. 

"Never mind; bring up the things directly 
please." 

Mrs. Burroughs was conquered ; she felt that 
my will was as strong as her own and therefore 
submitted, though with a great air of offended 
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dignity, to which, however, I paid no regard ; 
consequently she treated me with the greatest 
respect ever after. But this was not the only 
instance of the way in which Mrs. Stirling's 
servants tyrannized over her, that I observed 
that day. Towards noontime a smart girl, with 
her cap flying off her head, and a face as scarlet as 
indignation and warn temper could make it, burst 
into the room. 

" If you please, ma'am, if this is the way in which 
Hannah is to put upon me just as she likes, I 
won't stand it. It was only yesterday she 
declared I had a right to help in the library as 
much as she, and to-day she says that the ante- 
room is all my work, and please, ma'am, if she is to 
order and do just as she likes I won't stand it no 
longer." 

** Make it up between you as you can," began 
poor Mrs. Stirling faintly. 

The girl was preparing for a fresh burst, but I 
drew her gently out of the room : 

** You must not come up to your mistress with 
complaints now," I said, gravely. "Do you 
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not see how ill she is? If you want anything 
come to me." 

The girl looked puzzled^ and bit her nails : 

" Hannah is so " 

She stammered and held down her head. I 
could see that her temper was cooling. 

** Let it be settled in this way. You do the ante- 
room one day and Hannah another ; that will do." 

" Yes, miss, I don't mind what I do, only I 
won't be hard done by, by Hannah." 

"You need not; but if any differences arise 
come to me." 

When I returned, the poor invalid's eyes rested 
on me with a grateful look of relief. 

" I am so much obliged to you. Somehow I 
never have been able to manage the servants 
comfortably ; yet I have let them have their own 
way a good deal." 

" Perhaps that was the reason why they hav<» 
given you so much trouble." 

" I don't know ; but you cannot imagine what a 
trial it has been. Sometimes they have gone to my 
husband, and nothing grieves me so much as that. 
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I know how much lie dislikes being worried about 
such things; and he is so good, too." 

A large tear stole down her cheek. 

" And ever since I married him I tried so hard 
to have everything smooth and pleasant, but I 
have not succeeded very well. There was always 
some contention being raised in the kitchen, and 
when I could not pacify them, they went straight 
to him. You see, I was almost afraid of them, and 
they took advantage of it from the first K anything 
went wrong it was always contrived to have been in 
consequence of my orders, and a good many things 
have gone wrong. My husband has some little 
fancies about his meals being at particular times, 
and other things, which are trifles in themselves, but 
which I know are necessary to him ; and though 
I have wished it so much, I have never been able 
to get the servants accustomed to his ways. Yet 
he has never complained." 

More she said to the same efiect, and I listened 
and sympathized and consoled her, till the grate- 
ful tears ran down her cheeks. All the constraint 
was worn off now ; we called each other by oux 
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Christian names, and she confided in me as if 
I were a sister. By little and little, I learned 
how deeply the poor wife had suflFered from con- 
scious inferiority to a gifted and imperial nature, 
and how great must have been the husband's 
solitude I 

^ I have tried hard to be a companion to him, " 
said Ellen, humbly and sorrowfully, "but how 
could I ? I have loved him very, very dearly, 
and all my thought and care has been to do a 
wife's duty; but oh, I was so unfit to be his 
wife 1 I thought when I first married him that 
my love would make up for all ; and he has always 
said that it did, but all along I have felt (how 
could I help it?) wh^t a diflTerence there was 
between us, and how lonely he has been." 

So passed my first day at Mr. Stirling's; and 
in the evening my jelly was tasted and liked, 
and duly praised, which occasioned Mrs. Bur- 
roughs to bounce out of the room, declaring she 
never knew a lady as understood such a vulgar 
thing as cookery afore and Ellen to turn timidly 
from me to her husband and say : 
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" Chatty has almost made me feel well again, 
and has taken such a load oflf my shoulders, for 
she says she will take the keys and order Mrs. 
Burroughs, and scold the servants and all." 

Mr. Stirling smiled, and passed his hand caress- 
ingly over my head. 

** Good little housekeeper," he said, " well done 1 
Ah Chatty, I see that you have learned the chief 
and noblest aim of life !" 

I looked up with a puzzled face. 

« 

** I dare say you can hardly reconcile the two 
ideas, — making jellies for a poor invalid to relish, 
and ordering the comfort of a household, with a 
noble and chief aim of life, but it is so. My child, 
study it and search into it as they will, from the 
host of philosophers and scholars, a few monarchs 
of thought will now and then arise to declare the 
truth, and the truth is enough for us. The whole 
scheme of all religions and philosophies, and wise 
men's theories, — the whole moral of all science 
and physics, and sociology may be summed up in 
three words, which were spoken by One eighteen 
hundred years ago, — '* Love one another." 

VOL. n. F 
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His whole face was lighted up with the excel- 
lence of yirtue and with the enthusiasm of wisdom 
as he spoke ; and Ellen lifted her hands^ as if an 
angel were praying in the room* I was silent^ 
£rom hmnility, for the words that arose to mj lips 
were not worthy the thoughts which were in my 
mind. 
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CHAPTER XXXVI. 

So then, my dream at last was over! Alas! 
woman's pride had a strong battle to fight with 
love ; but it was conqueror at last, and the eagle 
fluttered its wings victoriously over the poor vexed 
heart 

I did not know before how strong my love had 
been; I could not know all the beauty and bright- 
ness of my star till it had fallen from the sky for 
ever. Then I felt the darkness, and it hung 
heavily around my heart 

Ah! he knew but little of the suffering he 
caused me ; I trusted in charity towards him that 
he knew it not; I tried hard to forgive him, I 
tried hard to think gentler of the wrong he had 
caused me, but I could not help contrasting what in 
his selfishness had been amusement only, to what in 
my heart had been so pure and exalted a passion. 

F 2 
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Nothing, however, could have served so effectu- 
ally to drive away all morbid and painful remem- 
brances, as the new phase of life on which I now 
entered, I had no leisure for sadness, hardly 
leisure for thinking even; and it was well for me 
that it was so. Ellen never liked me to be out of 
her sight, and I seldom left her for an hour. She 
seemed to regard my presence, not only as being 
protective, but as tranquillising and necessary; 
she felt calmer, better, happier when I was by, and 
she was so young, so lovely, and so fragile, that 
my interest and tenderness increased daily. I 
read to her from the few books that she loved and 
understood — from Bums' sweet and melancholy 
poems, from Jeremy Taylor's Life of Christ, the 
Pilgrim's Progress, or some of the simple and 
beautiful allegories of the Christian Religion. At 
such times she would listen with intense interest, 
and ask explanations with the ingenuousness of 
a child. There was not the least attempt to 
conceal ignorance, and none of that narrowness 
and contraction of ideas which is usually seen 
in uncultivated minds. 
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But nothing pleased her so much as to converse 
with me about the old days in the White House 
by the Sea. She was never tired of hearing the 
story over and over again, nor was I imwilling to 
recount it. It is always a pleasure to talk to an 
eager listener, and besides, there was an inexpres- 
sible though mournful charm in recalling "those 
other times." Sometimes I read passages from 
those books which had given a particular bent to 
my mind, or had awakened a deep echo in my 
heart. These served to illustrate my story, and she 
always comprehended them; and indeed strong 
individualities can be made plain even to the 
understanding of a child. She was dying. Every 
day the cheeks and temples grew more hollow; 
every day the weak frame grew weaker still. It 
was a sort of consumption; there was no actual 
pain, but the disease made slow and steady progress, 
and the progress was visible to all eyes. 

And the shadow was visible to herself. She did 
not say so — she did not talk of death; but as days 
wore on, her eyes would fill with wistful tears as 
they dwelt on her husband's form, and every 
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night, when her little ones were brought for her 
good-night kiss, she would cling to them with a 
passionate embrace, as if she felt it might be her 
last Ah, poor, poor Ellen! who but a mother 
can know the depth of thy love, and of thy 
sorrow? 

** Chatty," she said to me, one evening, ** do you 
remember the poem you read to me the other day? 
you said it had given you such comfort when 
you were left alone in the White House. Repeat 
a verse or two." 

« — Since death is but a bridge 'twixt earth and heaven, 
A link between two worids, and both are fair ; 
But heaven is fairest, for we gather there 

A harvest of repose after much sin forgiven. 

" And on that bridge stand angels waiting for me 
With looks of love and smiles of welcome sweet, 
To guide my trembling feet 

Into the presence of my Master's glory." 

"Ah, they were the lines I most liked! how 
kind of you to remember them 1 Dear, dear Chatty, 
what can I ever do to repay your love and kind- 
ness 1 You always seem to know my wishes before 
I speak them, and even what you read to me 
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always seems to suit my feelings. When you first 
read that little poem to me the other day I was think- 
ing how dreadftd it must be to die and leave behind 
all one's dearest jfriends, but before you left ofi* read- 
ing the darkness passed away. Some of the lines 
appear written on purpose for me, they apeak to my 
heart; do you understand me. Chatty; I cannot 
exactly say what I mean?" 

** Oh yes; and poetry that speaks to the heart 
always pleases me, however simple it may be." 

" And you found out, somehow, my taste 
too. Kiss me, dear. Ah, come closer, for it is 
growing dark, and I cannot see you there. Come 
closer, Chatty, and let me hold your hand in mine, 
for I cannot tell you how I love you!" 
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CHAPTER XXXVII. 

"And this system. Miss Charlton Wame, this 
system of maintaining too great distinctions has 
the worst eflfects. Upon my word, the world is 
getting very bad — very bad indeed 1" 

"Is it worse than it ever was, sir?" I observed, 
with a smile. 

" Nonsense; you keep running jfrom the point, 
and pretending not to understand me, but you do 
understand me, and I mean that you shall under- 
stand me. This distinction ought to be put down. 
Vice ought to be punished as well as Crimed and 
having said this. Dr. Lambert folded his arms, and 
looked into my face for a reply. 

" It would be a difEi^ult thing to do." 

"Ah, you've hit it. I fancy it would be 
difficult, and it will never be done in this world." 
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** But," I continued timidly, " do you not think 
even in this life, to a great measure, that which we 
sow we reap — I mean, that all actions, whether 
morally or legally evil, bring their consequences 
upon the one who has caused them ? I cannot 
help thinking so.** 

The doctor mused. 

** To a great measure — ^you do well to qualify 
your sentence. To a measure — yes. But con- 
sider: the evil that is done is by no means single; 
one bad action is a seed dropped in a fruitful 
soil (for all soils are fruitful for weeds, you 
know) ; it brings forth a plentiful crop, and the 
seed of that second planting is carried hither 
and thither by the birds and winds, and so the 
fruits of that one seed increase and spread wide 
to an incalculable degree. It is a fearfiil thought, 
but am I not right, nevertheless?" 

" I must qertainly admit it" 

'' Well ; and do you think that an entire com- 
pensation is rendered in this life? The figures 
stand as one to a thousand; is the man who is 
guilty of one sin punished for a number indefinite? 
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Ah, Chatty 1 if before committing an act against 
our conscience and the Law that God has written 
in our hearts, if we would but consider the awful 
responsibility we incur, it would be better for us 
and for all the rest of our fellow creatures, but 
I must not stand here gossiping any longer ; so, 
my little friend, good-bye. Stay, how pale you 
look I come now, I have a little errand of mercy 
for you, will you do it?" 

" With pleasure but " 

" You think you ought not to leave our poor 
invalid. I promise you you shall not be gone 
more than an hour, and you really require a 
breath of air. You're a dear, good, little girl, 
and must be taken care of. So put on your bonnet 
and off, off and away 1" 

He then put a piece of money in my hand and 
added : 

^^ Take this to the first cottage in that little old 
row which leads off from the Quay. You will 
find there a fitting object for charity and reflec- 
tion. Adieu. You will be orthodox in my 
opinion on your retunL** 
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As I walked along, the Doctor's words rang in 
my ears. Was it really so? I shuddered as I 
thought of the terrible consequences of human 
actions ; it seemed to me at that* moment^ as if I 
would rather die, than live to feel the agony of 
remorse-as if l/having once contemplated the 
direfiilness of error, would be firm, and true, and 
just for evermore. Then a voice said within me : 
« Trust not thyself; have forgiveness for others : 
thou knowest not yet how they have suffered, nor 
how thou mayest be led into temptation." I felt 
rebuked and humbled. So, oh God, may I ever 
be rebuked, when I build upon my own strength 
and not upon Thee ! 

Upon reaching my destination I found that my 
charitable mission had been anticipated. The door 
of the cottage stood open, and a young woman, 
apparently about twenty, was curtseying to four tall 
and cadaverous-looking, middle-aged ladies who 
were gathered round her. At a first glance I 
recognised them as the Misses Keen, the district 
visitors, the terror of all small children, the fear- 
less guardians of the Ingham morality, and the prop 
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of the Ingham Church. They were all much alike, 
wiry in stature, and withered in face, with long 
worked bags, out of which poked rolls of terrible 
tracts ; what else the bags contained I know not, 
but I never heard of any contents but the tracts. 
IJIow the Misses Keen were not very welcome 
visitors at the cottages of the poor, nor do I wonder 
at it They looked upon all the lower classes as 
beings of an inferior kind, totally devoid of all 
feeling and sensibility, and they were immoderately 
curious. They recommended all sorts of barbarous 
proceedings with refractory little boys or girls; 
they preached long sermons on the foolishness of 
grown-up daughters, pink bonnets, and lovers; 
they cut off the pet child's curls in the Sunday 
school; they popped into the kitchen when the 
family were at dinner, to see how well they lived; 
and they peered into the cupboard to discover 
the feast which they were going to have on 
Sunday. But to return. Having each of them 
given me a sharp glance, they proceeded with 
their admonitory prologue, the girl Ibtening with 
blushing downcast face. 
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It was very characteristic. Little energetic, 
hard bits of morality flew alternately from their 
lips, in sharp snappish sentences, which, to use an 
old Suffolk expression, seemed as though they 
would bite your head off. In the midst of one 
of these, which came to its end explosively, the 
speaker darted a few steps forward, and pointing 
a screwy umbrella to a cradle which she had 
not perceived before, exclaimed in a panic- 
stricken voice — 

** Whose baby is that?" 

The poor girl seemed ready to faint; her 
lips quivered as she articulated almost inaudibly, 

'' Mine." 

** Yours?" The Keen phalanx drew back 
in alarm. 

" I have been unfortunate ! " murmured the 
unhappy mother, but she could say no more, 
and burst into a flood of tears. 

I should be sorry to repeat what these 
Englishwomen said to their fallen and wretched 
sister. It did not last long, however — such a 
torrent of high words in the highest key could not 
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last long ; and in a few seconds^ gathering up their 
dresses^ as if the very hem of their robes would be 
tainted by touching the floor she trod, they swept 
out of the house. 

I soon learned the outline of the girl's history. 
It was an old story ; youthful innocence, poverty, 
the poison of a factory-room, bad company, 
temptation, betrayal The factory had been 
opposite to a barraxjk, and her beauty (she was 
still pretty) had attracted the fancy of an officer, 
who used to watch for her when, late at night, 
she returned to her humble lodgings. 

** And oh," she said to me, between the bursts 
of tears — ** Oh, may God pardon him as I do I At 
first, I wished I were dead, it seemed so hard 
to live and be looked down upon, and despised 
by every one ; but then I thought of my poor 
little baby— who would take care of it, and love 
it, if I were gone? and it cannot help its shame. 
Besides, God will not despbe me, and will hear 
my prayers for you, and the kind doctor who sent 
you to me. If it had not been for him, I should 
have had no heart to pray." 
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Thinking of many things, I returned homewards. 
As I raised' my eyes to see what o'clock it was 
by a neighbouring church, I caught sight of a 
carriage driven furiously forward, from which 
peeped two plumed bonnets, and a fierce mous- 
tache. It was Mrs. Dunstan, Angelica, and 
the Count They had passed me in a minute, 
for Angelica never tolerated slow driving, but 
the glimpse suflSced to turn the scale of my 
thoughts. I could think of nothing, but the 
scene &om the balustrade, the starlight night, 
the dusky figures, mid the voice which had 
said — " Love her ? oh no I But is there not a 
triumph in winning love, even where you have 
none to give in return?" 

Then I realized the full weight of my dis- 
appointment, and anguish. I shuddered as I 
recalled the sickened, aching scene of loneliness 
which filled my heart, when his step had died 
away, and that night of wakefulness and woe. 
Alas, I did not know till then how I had loved 
himi 
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Just at that moment, a hand was laid on my 
arm. I looked up and beheld him standing 
before me, with the wonted glow of health and 
vigour on his cheek, and the serene light shining 
in his eyes. 

** Why, Chatty, how intently you are thinking ! 
You walk with your eyes looking on the ground, 
like one of the heathen philosophers. Take my 
arm. You must let me accompany you a little 
way.** 

For a little time we were silent, I could 
not talk common-places to him, or assume a gaiety 
I did not feel. 

At length he looked down upon my face, 
and said, in a low voice — 

** Oh, Chatty, why did you go away ? For me 
all the sunshine and joy of the house is gone, now." 

Formerly the sweetness of his voice would 
have thrilled me with a deep joy; I trembled 
still, but with a different feeling. Releasing my 
hold from his arm, I said, in a calm controlled 
voice — 
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Why do you seek to deceive me thus ? Have 
I wronged you, or offended you, that you treat 
me as if I were a child — or a fool ?" 

I saw a slight paleness come over his face 
as he tried to take my hand, and would have 
spoken. But I held aloof, and motioned him to 
be silent 

"Lindsay Jocelyn, listen to me. I will be 
heard, and then I will listen also." 

I overcame by a vigorous effort' the tremor of 
my voice, and continued earnestly: 

" Perhaps my conduct may be unmaidenly and 
bold — I cannot help it. By my own conscience 
I am fully acquitted. Lindsay, you do not love 
me ; why do you seek to make me believe that 
my presence is necessary to your happiness? 
why have you said so much that might have 
led me to beUeve that you loved me? From 
our first meeting under Mrs. Dunstan's roof, 
answer me — have you not sought my society 
from that of all others ? — ^have you not said that, 
and inferred that it was that which brought you 
so often to Helmsley-End? — ^have you not, in 

VOL n. a 
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Tarious instances, given me good reason to think 
that it might be so— answer me?** 

" But hear me. Chatty ^ 

** First answer me this one question. Have 
you not tried to win my affections? Whatever 
your opinion of me may be, at least respect me 
enough to be truthful with me. You have tried 
to win my love from mere vanity, is it not 
so?" 

He turned his face away and made no answer. 

*'You do not seek to deny it. I knew that 
you could not do so. But all the time that 
you were doing this — all the time that you were 
gratifying this vain love of testing your power, 
I ask you, did it never occur to you that you 
were doing a heartless and cowardly thing ? — did 
it never occur to you that what was a sport to 
you might be a sorrow of many years to me ? 
I am young ; I was younger still when I first saw 
you. I have never been beyond Ingham — I do 
not know what the world is— I believed you to 
be brave, and good, and honourable — how could 
I think otherwise ?" 
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Tears rose to my eyes as the recollection of 
onr first meeting came to my mind^ bnt I dashed 
them proudly away, and continued, not heeding 
the hand that was laid on my arm reproachfully : 

** Why, then, should I doubt your words and 
the evidence of your daily conduct towards me 
when belief might be so welcome ? Oh, Lindsay, 
it was unworthy of you: you have been unjust 
to yourself, most unjust to me." 

He covered his face with his hands, and I saw 
that he was very pale. 

"Supposing I had yielded to the impressions 
you studied to make upon me — supposing (and 
was it not probable?) that I had loved you with 
the whole depth of which I am capable, when 
once I had made the discovery of the cruel 
deceitfulness you had played upon me, I should 
have been most unhappy ; unhappy for months — 
for years; for who knows how long? Woman's 
life is different to man's; she is removed from 
the turmoil and ambition of public life, and con- 
sequently her sorrows and joys dropping into 
a smoother current make a wider circle. But 

G2 



84 THE WHITE HOUSE 

one thing more — Lindsay grant me one favour. 
Promise me that you will never act towards 
another as you have done to me." 

I looked up to him for an answer, but none 
came. 

^'Forgive me," I said softly. " If I have said 
too much, I am sorry for it Lindsay, forgive me." 
" No, you have said nothing but what I have 
deserved," at length he answered. *'0h, Chatty, 
I never knew before what a wretch I am I But 
your request is granted — I will do my best to 
fulfil it" 

I held out my hand. 
"You forgive me, then. Chatty?" 
"Fully and freely. Let us be friends. Say 
that I am forgiven also." 

"I have nothing to forgive. You have been 
kind to me— very kind." 

He spoke sternly and bitterly. 

" You have told me candidly and plainly what 

I really am. I never thought I should see myself 

in such a light, much less through the eyes of 

another. But you have spoken truly, and I thank 
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you. Yon cannot think more meanly of me than 
I do of myself at this moment ; and I believe that 
yon have done me a service which no one else in 
the world would do." 

He turned as if to go^ with curled lips and 
contracted brow ; then^ as if influenced by some 
new and sudden thought^ he drew near to me 
again ; and said^ in a softened voice — 

** But let us be friends. I have need of a friend 
like you. Chatty. I will endeavour to keep my 
promise — I will indeed ; and if in the future you 
see me led away from promptings of my better 
nature, think that at least it was not without an 
effort that I surrendered ; the rest is in the hands 
of Fate. We cannot alter our destiny." 

*^ It is in our own hands," I answered, gravely. 

** Yes ; so does the sailor know his way across 
the sea, but the night is dark, and his boat is 
tossed like a feather on the waves." 

He wrung my hand in his own; and, without 
a word more, left me. 

Half an hour after that, as I stood holding a 
long dialogue with my old friend, Mr. Bean, in 
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the shaded neighbourhood of a narrow row^ the 
same carriage dashed past us^ glittering in the 
broad sunlight of the street ; but^ in spite of the 
speed and the glare^ I caught sight of another 
face bending over Angelica's. It was Lindsay; 
and he was smiling, and speaking with his accus- 
tomed look — apparently happy, natural, animated: 
I returned home with a very heavy heart 
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CHAPTER XXXVIII. 

The darkness of night was gathering around 
the little town by the coast^ and the darkness 
of death was gathering on the mortal vision of 
Ellen Stirling, 

Fainter and fainter came the heavily drawn 
breath; faster and faster faded the outward 
sense of aU things from the glassy eyes. 

** Come nearer — ^nearer — I cannot see you." 
We all surrounded her. She smiled faintly, 
and said with a great effort, " Kiss me I " 

Then we each bent down and kissed her cheek. 
All were weeping; she alone was cabn. 

" Good-bye — ^good-bye — dear, dear Edward 1 " 

Her head sank on my shoulder. The stillness 

of the room was very solemn; for some minutes 

it lasted unbroken, then I touched the sunken 
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check; and cried aloud. It was all over. One 
spirit more had passed away from a world of 
mingled happiness and woe^ — 

** Through ihadet and lilcnt reit to endloii joy/' 



It was a monmful week that followed; but 
it was happy for me that my thoughts and hands 
were not unoccupied for a moment; otherwise I 
should never have been able to maintain that 
outward tranquillity and composure which is so 
difficult to assume when the heart is full of sorrow^ 
and which is so eminently the duty of those who 
are around the bereaved. 

All day long Mr. Stirling kept in his study : 
once or twice he sent for me to write letters 
for him^ and gave me the directions in a collected 
voice^ but his face looked pale and overworn; 
I could see how much the effort cost him. He 
spoke kindly to me^ and bade me take care of 
myself; but that was all ; I felt that he wished 
to be alone; and went to my own room to write 
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the letters. In the evening I knocked gently at 
the door again. 

He opened it^ and motioned me to come in. 

^^ It is dinner-time^ sir ; you most come and have 
some dinner with me. I cannot eat alone.'' 

**Poor Chatty I you have been alone all day 
tool" 

He stroked my hair^ and smiled kindly on 
me. 

" No, I will not be so selfish. And, Chatty, 
I forgot to ask you before — ^the children and ser- 
vants have " 

" I did not forget ; it is all arranged." 

" Ajad you will go with m© — ^you understand 
me-Hshe wished it" 

I assented, and he seemed pleased to think that 
I had made the arrangements for the ftineral 
without' troubling him. The dinner passed off 
heavily, and so did the four days following. He 
joined me in the evening, and took his place at 
the table, but we were both silent and constrained. 
I fetched little Ned from the nursery, and took 
him on my knee. 
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*' Ned has been a good child to-day hasn't he ? " 

" Yes — ^yes," he lisped^ clasping his little arms 
around my necL 

'^ Kiss papa. Go to papa^ and tell him how 
good Ned has been." 

The child slipped from my knees^ and raised 
his head to receive the cheek that was held down 
to him, then he suddenly ran back, and hid his 
face in my lap. 

*' Mamma — ^mamma? ^ he whispered. 

Mr. Stirling passed his hand over his eyes, and 
left the room. 

At last the mournful day came. I had a 
difficult matter in keeping a calm exterior ; I was 
reminded so forcibly of the last time that I had 
paid the same duty to my poor fEither, and Mr. 
Stirling had come to comfort me. Ah, if I could 
be to him what he had been to me I It was 
a lovely day in February ; the birds were singing, 
the sky was clear, the air was mild and balmy ; 
it seemed so sad to consign her, on such a 
day — she who was young and fair — to the 
silence of the tomb, and the slumbers — 
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"Deep— deep 
Nerer to waken mare.** 

When we returned Mr, Stirling shut himself up 
in his study ; I could not speak to him^ when I 
had once glanced at his face; there was a look of 
inner sorrow and controlled feeling on it^ that 
forbade sympathy ; I went straight to my own 
room. How the long hours passed I know not 
I fell into a long train of reflection. I thought of 
what had passed before my eyes^ within the last 
few days: Youth — Life — Death — the Grave. 
I shut out all circumstances and accidents of 
present existence. To pass away from the fair 
earth and the friends of one's hearty and from 
the hope and the disappointment^ the endeavour 
and victory of life — to be as one has been^ no 
more — to glide from the tangible living world, 
to a future of which the mysteries are hidden 
from us : the thought seemed incomprehensible. 
Then I thought of the words of those whose souls 
have seemed to hold communion with the dead, 
and who have so written that we can fear the 
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Messenger no longer^ but obey its yoice^ trostingly 
and serenely^ like little children. 

Towards evening I descended to the dining-room. 
It was empty; and the dinner was brought on 
and taken away nntasted. I wished to go to Mr. 
Stirling, bnt I dared not It grew dark; the 
lamps were lighted, and I tried to read, but my 
efforts were unavailing. At length I could bear 
the suspense and irresolution no longer. I shut 
my book and went straight to the library door; the 
fire had gone out, and the room was cold and 
cheerFess; Mr. Stirling sat by the fireplace, his head 
resting on his hand and his whole attitude implied 
sadness and abstraction. He did not speak, or seem 
to notice my entrance ; but, having made the first 
•tep, I drew courage, and sitting down at his feet 
put my hand in his. 

Then he drew me to his breast, and said softly : 

*^ My child — my comforter P 
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CHAPTER XXXIX. 

A WEEK passed^ and the usual order of things was 
restored in Mr. Stirling's house. Mrs. Burroughs 
was 8tm retained as being indispensable to the poor 
little motherless child; besides^ she had really a 
kind heart; and, by dint of carrying the reins of 
government with a very high hand, I found 
that I could not only keep her in proper submission 
to my authority, but the entire body of the other 
servants also. There was simply one thing to 
do, viz., to let them see that you were resolved to 
have your own way, and your point was gained at 
once. Meantime the course of life I marked out 
for myself was a uniform but peaceful — and might 
it not ultimately be an entirely happy one ? I could 
look forward now to a period when the dream and 
the waking alike might be remembered without 
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regret, and when even I should think of him I had 
loved without trembling. A phase of my life was 
passing away; Mrs. Dunstan was going abroad — 
was it likely that she would ever again return 
to Ingham? It was most unlikely. Jeannie— 
Angelica — Ross — who could tell when we should 
meet again? The White House by the Sea was 
desolate — Helmsley-End Hall would soon be 
desolate also. To me they would both speak of a 
former time, and a former hope. Both had 
faded — utterly faded. 

** Save some remembrancei of dreamlike jojs 
That icarccly icem to have belonged to me" 

The last link that bound me to that memory 
would soon be snapt now. It was inevitable — 
and then Lindsay and I should be as if we had 
never met. 

Jeannie would always love me. Thank 
Heaven I should find no change in her, but 
the link would be broken nevertheless. 

So I set to work resolutely to look cheerfully 
upon the future. I busied myself in a hundred 
plans and prospects for the long summer days. 
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There would be some months yet, before little 
Ned was old enough to begin his studies with me. 
I procured a heap of German books, and bent 
my whole mind to the mastery of Goethe's 
magnificent language — then I was deficient in 
a great many points of necessary knowledge, 
besides being a total stranger to many interesting 
branches of our national literature. Mr. Stirling 
filled my little book-case with easy works of 
astronomy and physics, and we had daily 
readings in the English dramatists and essayists. 
His taste was unique and characteristic. Affec- 
tation and obscurity he abhorred; a beautifal 
thought expressed in simple words, never failed 
to draw from him a warm enthusiasm. One day 
he found me reading Carlyle's History of the 
Revolution; h^ took the book from my hands, 
and locked it up. I have never seen it since. 
At another time he caught me translating Fichte 
on the Divine Idea ; it shared the same merciless 
fate. I begged hard to finish them. 

" Pshaw 1" he exclaimed, impatiently, ^^ child, 
child, you will be as mad as the rest of them. 
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^FacillB est descensus Avemi/ you know. You 
have got a little sound common sense in your 
head. For Heaven's sake keep it there. Go 
and read Professor Johnstone or the Vicar of 
Wakefield^ and never let me hear a word more 
about the Divine Idea I'' 

** You will not deny that the books are very 
clever and original^ sir?" I asked^ wickedly. 

^* Go and read Dr. Goldsmith like a good 
girL Original? Why, yes; but an originality 
that's far beyond my capacity to appreciate or 
understand. No doubt it's all very fine, and 
very clever, but for my part, Chatty, I must 
own, such talent is lost upon me." 

I had got to the door, when he called me 
back. 

"Chatty, I read the other day a line which 
I intended to repeat to you, but forgot — * There 
are many more ready to say a wise thing than to 
do a good one ;' isn't that true?" 

" Very," I answered, smiling. 

"Now," he continued, after that appeal to 
your good feelings, I have no hesitation in making 
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this request to you — will you go now and then 
to see that poor girl Dr. Lambert told you of^ 
and see that she wants for nothing?" 

"Oh, I shall be very glad I I had almost 
forgotten her ; I will go to-day. ** 

" That 's rights you 're a good child, God bless 
you!" 

On returning from my errand, I was greatly 
surprised to see Mrs. Dunstan's carriage at 
the door, and as I passed the hall she was 
coming out of his study; her head erect, her 
cheek flushed, and her whole demeanour bearing 
evidence of a perturbed state of mind. Appa- 
rently she did not perceive me, or did not wish 
to do so, for she brushed haughtily past, and, 
with only a slight inclination of the head to Mr. 
Stirling, entered the carriage. What motive 
could have induced her to call ? I could think of 
no plausible one, but the circumstance excited 
my curiosity greatly ; nevertheless a multitude of 
trifling occurrences concurred to drive away both 
the curiosity and the incident that had occasioned 
iU Ned had got a new toy — a humming-top — 
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and couldn't set it off. Tatty darling would 
come and show Ned how, wouldn't she, just 
for a little minute? So of course Tatty darling 
went, and the minute extended to half an hour. 
Then this exciting amusement was interrupted by 
the gardener. It was the time to move the stand- 
ard roses from the nursery garden — would Miss 
Chatty be so kind as to tell him where they were 
to go ? Soon after Dr. Lambert called ; we fell 
into a long discussion, which took various 
turnings and windings till it arrived at the 
wonderful process of daguerreotyping, and was 
immersed deep in collodion, when he jumped up, 
and having ejaculated some hopeless expression 
of despair about having forgotten an engagement, 
made a frantic dash at his bat, and disappeared. 
So when at dinner-time Mr. Stirling turned to 
me with a smile, and asked me if I were not 
surprised at the visit he had received in the 
morning, I looked up with astonishment 

"Well, Chatty, and Mrs. Dunstan had some 
news to tell me." 

I suddenly recollected. 
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Her approaching marriage^ perhaps?" 
Exactly so; it is not news to you, then; 
and what do you think of the romantic lover ?" 

" I do not like him at all." 

" I thought so. Poor Jeannie ! But Mrs. 
Dunstan may storm as she pleases; the child's 
interests shall not be sacrificed." 

** Jeannie's interests ? I do not understand you." 

*^ I was left executor by the late Mr. Dunstan, 
and guardian to Jeannie — did you not know 
it before? and the said Mr. Dunstan (who was 
an old friend of mine) left a very just and discreet 
will; but Mrs. Dunstan does not think sa The 
will is this : — The property, which is considerable, 
is left in two shares, one to the wife and one 
to the child, the interest of which, however, 
the former was to enjoy so long as Jeannie 
remained unmarried — ^with this clause, however, 
that if Mrs. Dunstan should see fit to marry 
again, I was to hold Jeannie's entire property — 
interest, capital, and all — iot her during her 
minority, and have care of it after, whilst she 
is single. Some one, perhaps the amiable 
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husband elect himself^ who I have no doubt is 
a very good spender of other people's money, 
has been telling Mrs. Dunstan that that clause 
in the will is not correct, and that if Jeannie 
gave consent, she could receive her usual income ; 
and I offended her very much by saying that 
twenty lawyers could not prove the clause 
contrary to my words, and that I shall hold 
to it, to a letter. How the matter will end I 
know not ; I suppose by Mrs. Dunstan marrying 
the amorous Count: if so, Jeannie will live 
here." 

Here — in this house?" I exclaimed, brightening. 

Yes. How pleased you look ; ah, she will 
be like a sister to you ; I never thought of that" 

If it could but be so ? Jeannie and I together 
always — under the same roof The very idea 
gave a new lightness to my heart and an unwonted 
buoyancy to my smile. But it was for a minute 
only. Tears came into ihy eyes, and suddenly 
came across my recollection the words that Mr. 
Stirling had spoken to me on the evening of our 
first meeting: "Take care; those only are safe 
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who have hazarded nothmg." And I had 
answered (thinking of him I loved), " I have 
no fear." 

" Why so sad, my child ? " asked Mr. Stirling, 
kindly. " You looked happy a minute ago." 

But I could only answer him with an assumed 
gaiety, and wear a joyousness that was surface 
deep I 
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CHAPTER XL. 

It was a great and unexpected happiness^ however, 
this prospect of Jeannie and I sharing the same 
home together, and I thanked God for it I resolved 
to go the next day to Hehnslej-£nd« I conld not 
rest in uncertainty,' and it was not one of Lindsay's 
leisure days; I should not therefore have the pain- 
fulness cf a rencontre with him* It happened, 
however, that the next day proved drizzling and 
clouded; my walk must be deferred. Perhaps 
Jeannie would write to me. I watched for the 
postman anxiously. At last he came ; but there 
was only one letter, and it was for Mr. Stirling : 
as he glanced over its contents, I saw an expression 
of surprise pass over his face^ not unmixed with 
pleasure. 
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*^ I shall not ride this mornings Thompson," he 
said to the servant; ** I expect a visitor." 

Then, looking to me, he added, smiling — 

" An old acquaintance of yours. Chatty.*' 

When the breakfast was over he went into his 
study. By aud by I heard a sharp ring at the 
door, followed by a step upon the halL I started 
and turned pale, for I should have known that light 
buoyant step among a thousand others. Half 
an hour passed, then the study door was opened, 
and I heard Mr. Stirling say — 

" Stay, you must come and see my little adopted 
daughter. Chatty Wame ; she tells me you have 
known each other a long time; here is her 
sanctum. She should hear this pleasant news 
from your own lips." 

" Nothing would give me more pleasure, but I 
have not really two nmiutes to spare tUs morning; 
I return to town at midday." 

'^Very well; you will soon be here again, I 
suppose?" 

^^ Oh yes; I shall take the last train on Saturday 
night, and will call On you — ^but I suppose — that 
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18, I may consider the arrangement as definite, 
may I not?** Lindsay's voice was strangely hurried 
and excited. 

*^ Certainly. I assure you nothing could have 
given me greater satisfaction; and Chatty will be 
delighted, I know.'' 

"Good-bye. I am so sorry I have no more 
time. Tell Chatty — that is — ^Jeannie wished me 
to say that she wants her to spend a day or two 
with her; and give her — ^give her my — I mean 
our kind regards. Good-bye, my dear sir. Au 



revoir." 
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Well, Chatty," said Mr. Stirling, entering a 
few minutes after. " I have some more news to 
tell you. Lindsay Jocelyn has just been here — 
can you guess his errand?" 

" I am a very bad guesser," I answered, striving 
for composure. 

" Then I suppose I must tell you. Well then, he 
is going to be marriedl" 

Instantly Angelioa flashed before my mind: 

"Oh not to her — not to herl" I exclaimed 
hastily. 
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" You seem quite frightened. Why, you silly 
child, what are you thinking of? The bride elect 
is amiable, innocent, and lovely. Do you not 
know such a one?" I shook my head with a look 
of blank surprise, and Mr. Stirling continued, 
"One, moreover, whom I believe you dearly 
love." 

**Jeannie?" 

"Right The bride he has chosen is Jeannie 
Dunstan. Is it not good news? She will be very 
happy ; what woman would not be happy with one 
like Lindsay Jocelyn? So refined, so manly, so 
generous, and handsome as he is! Dear little 
Jeannie! I am very very glad." 

It was fortunate for me that I had learned to 
control my emotions. I therefore could say with 
tolerable firmness — 

" I hope he will make her happy." 

** And the money difficulty is happily got over," 
my companion continued, reflectively; **for he tells 
me that Mrs. Dunstan is very willing to receive 
him as a son-in-law, and that he has quite talked 
over her scepticism regarding the will. He has 
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a marvelloiiB influence over people's minds^ you 
know; and it is settled that when Mrs. Dunstan 
leaves Ingham^ Jeannie is to have her own choice^ 
go abroad or remain here. By the by she wants 
you to go there for a day or two^ but I wish she 
didn't I don't know how to spare my Chatty for 
a minute." 

He laid his hand affectionately on my shoulder. 

" I shall not go," I said quietly: " I would rather 
not" 

''But I had rather you should, my child: the 
change will do you good, and you require it more 
than ever. Even now you are quite pale, and 
your hand trembles. Yes, Jeannie will be so glad 
to have you. Do go, to please me." 

Left alone, I found it di£5cult to realize the new 
truth which had been forced on my mind. Lindsay 
married — and to whom? Would he be happy? — 
was he worthy of her? Both these considerations 
awoke a doubt If he loved her, her happiness 
was at once secured, but then was it so? Jeannie 
was utterly unsuited to him; their characters were 
widely different, and different in a way that could 
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not commiDgle harmoniously. She was childlike 
simple — ^yielding; ever ready to be guided by 
others, and ever ready to take the colour of her 
own thoughts from those who were around her. 
This temperament would require one stronger than 
its own. Jeannie must have some one to follow 
and reverence, and look up to in everything. I 
could not but feel that Lindsay was not such a 
one. I could see from my observance of his 
character that he was the creature of impulse. 
These impulses varied — ^they were alternately 
generous, noble, vain, self-reliant, egotisticaL In- 
fluence went a great way with him; the influence 
of one he loved would be great indeed. 

Ah, what a fair picture I drew to myself of that 
generous but faulty nature, guided and subdued, 
and spurred on to energy and lofty purpose by a 
loving and high-souled wife! Jeannie was loving, 
Jeannie was frank, artless, pure minded, but she 
was meek, subdued, timid: she was not fit to be 
his wife. 

And did he love her as I felt that he could love? 
Oh no, no, it could not be; yet why did he take 
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this step? Jeaimle was an heiress — ^he was indolent 
and without fortune. Might not pecuniary interests 
have urged him? 

No^ I would not think so meanly of him; I had 
no right to do so. I will act the part of a friend 
always, and pray for the blessings of heaven to &il 
upon hiuL I still held firm to my resolution of 
not going to Mrs. Dunstan's; but my resolutions 
and efforts to get off the dreaded visit were 
unavailing, for on Saturday morning a carriage 
drove up, and between Jeannie's affectionate note 
to Mr. Stirling, and the reiterated commands and 
entreaties of the latter, I was literally forced to 
jrield; but they little thought in their love and 
kindness of the mental suffering which compliance 
entailed upon me. 
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CHAPTER XLL 

She was watching for me, with such a radiant face. 

*'0h. Chatty,** she exclaimed, drawing me in and 
embracing me; ** oh, Chatty, I am so happy!" 

**I know it," I said, kissing the fair young inno- 
cent forehead ; " your looks tell me more than any 
words. You would be a bad hand at keeping a 
secret, Jeannie, with such a tell-tale countenance." 

*^ And who could help being happy?" she con- 
tinued: ^^who could help being happy. Chatty, when 
he is so brave, and noble, and handsome? Who 
could help loving him? and oh, I hope that I may 
be able to make him happy! I pray to Heaven 
that I may: I know that I am unworthy of him; 
but I love him more than I can tell, and I will try 
very, very hard to do so." 

Her eyes were bright with love, and hope, and 
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tenderness, and my own filled, half from the sight 
of her joy, half from my own sorrow; but I 
brushed them away hastily, and she was too 
engrossed to remark either the tears or the 
gesture. 

** And Angelica?" I asked. 

''Oh, I think Angelica, having discovered that 
Lindsay did not love her, cares little about it ; but 
her conduct is so strange that I hardly know what 
tothinL She is wonderfully gracious to me— quite 
affectionate, in fact; gives me hosts of presents, and 
calls me all sorts of endearing epithets : now this 
is all the more strange as she has never before 
seemed to think me worth the trouble of caring 
for. Yesterday I said to her: 

*' * How odd you are, Angelica I Since my 
engagement to Lindsay you have behaved quite 
differently to me.' 

*' ' Differently, how ? ' she exclaimed, almost 
angrily. 

'*'You must know without my telling you,' 
I answered. She made no reply, and I do not 
think has been quite so cordial and caressing 
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since; but now. Chatty, is it not extraordinary 
of her to act so? I can account for it in no 
other way, except that she does not care much 
whom he marries so long as she could not get 
him herself." 

** Possibly, and do not let us talk of her 
again." 

** Oh, no," Jeannie said, quickly, ** anything 
but of her. Chatty, how happy we shall be 
together ! " 

*^ You will live at Mr. Stirling's then?" 

*^Till — ^till we are married, yes," she replied, 
with a blush; ^^but let us dress now, and go 
into the dining-room. It is so delightful to sit 
there and watch for him." 

In half an hour we descended; the dinner- 
table was already set, and Mrs. Dunstan, the 
Count, and Angelica lounged before the fire 
expectantly, with uncut newspapers in their 
hands ; but it was still light, and Lindsay would 
not be here yet. Jeannie and I drew to the 
embrasured window, and watched for him; she 
bright, hopeful, flushed with eager joy — I, pale, 
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subdued^ and sorrowful. At length it grew 
dusk — 

** And the little wee bit starn 
Rises high in the east ; 

And the little wee bit heart 
Rises high in the breast" 

"He will be here in a few minutes," she 
whispered to me; and, before she had done 
speaking, the distant sound of wheels was heard. 
Jeannie fluttered, breathless and sparkling, to the 
hall-door; a little space elapsed, and then she 
entered leaning on his arm : he, handsome, kingly, 
erect ; she, so downcast, so shy, so happy. 

When the dinner was over he requested her 
to play for him, and she sat down to the piano 
and acompanied his rich, sweet voice whilst he 
sang some simple and plaintive Scotch ballads. 
Then he asked for a favourite set of waltzes, 
which she played with much grace and lightness ; 
when they were nearly ended, he approached me 
and whispered, looking at her whilst he spoke : 

** She is young, innocent, and loves me ; 
Chatty, do you think I shall be able to make 
her happy?" 
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**Yes," I answered, resolutely, **I am sure 
you will, if ^ 

"You hesitate; your voice is stem; *if I 
try to do so' — ^isnot that what is in your thoughts? 
and you doubt it? Chatty, you are hard upon 
me. I wUl try. Do you believe me ?" 

I looked upon him earnestly; the expression 
of his eyes was grave, kindly, and frank. I felt 
as if I had been too hard upon him. 
. ** I do believe you,** I answered, more softly. 

"Thank you. And you will not forget your 
promise ; you will be a friend to me always, will 
you not? If you see me henceforth forgetting 
my high duties and self-respect, you wiU reprove 
me, and lead me back to honour and to unselfish- 
ness, will you not?" 

I promised, and he continued : 

** Do not judge me by other men : you may 
see some leading an easy and safe course; men 
whose blood runs lukewarm in their veins, whose 
passions are still waters — such men are never 
tempted, and the world calls them virtuous : and 
there are some who are bom with fiery temper- 
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aments and strong impulses ; sometimes such men 
become great, sometimes the tummg of a feather 
may bring on their ruin, and then the finger of 
all is raised in mockery over their Ml!" 

His voice qoirered with excitement^ and in a 
harried nnder-tone he added — 

"Dear Chatty, to you alone I have revealed 
somethmg of my impulsive and dangerous nature. 
To what it has led me you have been a witness. 
I have injured you, you reproved me courageously; 
you forgave me nobly. So, if I sin seventy 
times seven, you will also forgive me, will you 
not?" 

I gave my word of promise, and then he re-seated 
himself by Jeannie's side. As he did so there was 
suddenly heard the sound of a carriage driving 
quickly up the avenue, followed instantly by a 
violent ring of the bell. 

Every one looked up in surprise. Mrs. Dunstan 
took out her watch: *^ Twenty minutes to ten, and 
the train comes in at half-past nine; it must be 
Ross " 

" But Ross has not been here for so long, mamma," 
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Jeaimie interrupted, deprecatingly, **lie would 
scarcely come " 

" Quand on parle du diable on en voit la queue ! ^ 
said Mrs. Dunstan, as the door opened and the 
subject of their conversation entered. ** My dear 
R0SS5 1 am so glad to see you.** 

She shook her visitor's hand with much warmth, 
and when he had greeted the rest of the party, 
motioned him to take the chair next to her own. 
Lindsay had fallen into his old attitude, with his 
head bending over Jeannie, and his hand playing 
caressingly with her shiniog chestnut hair. I saw 
Mrs. Dunstan glance cursorily at them, and then 
lay her hand on Ross's arm, and speak to him with 
a smiling affectation. At the first sentence, he 
lifted his eyes to the Count, said a few congratu- 
latory words, with an odd smile which he tried 
to suppress, and again relapsed into his cold 
indifference. Mrs. Dunstan's hand touched his 
arm a second time; in this instance she said 
but three words, and spoke without coquetry or 
meaning. 

Ross's brow grew dark. 

I 2 
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He darted a sharp short glance in the direction 
of the lovers ; his lips were compressed as with 
an expression of sadden pain; his pale face 
flushed slightly for an instant^ and then was paler 
than before. No one observed this but myself; 
Angelica's head was turned another way^ Mrs. 
Dunstan had begun an interesting dialogue 
with the County and Lindsay and Jeannie were 
occupied with each other; but that strong and 
uncommon emotion, such as I should never have 
supposed it possible for Ross Dunstan to feel, 
he whose constitution and temperament seemed to 
be of iron, that momentary ruffling of the smooth 
surface, brought with it an incontestible con- 
viction. He loved Jeannie. 

And with that conviction, came a hundred 
other thoughts, which though tUl now forgotten 
only added burden to the proo£ Why had he 
come down so often to Helmsley-End? Why 
had he testified so much pleasure at her naive 
welcomes ? Why had he taken such trouble in 
gratifying her wishes? Why had he softened 
down as it were, to suit her gentleness ? And 
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might not jealousy have added somewhat to 
his preconceived aversion to Lindsay ? 

Any how, I could forgive him freely, since 
I saw he suffered; and when he came up to 
me, I held out my hand frankly to him, and 
said — 

^^I am glad you are here; I wanted to see 
you so much." 

"You?" he exclaimed, in a voice of surprise, 
and at the same time drawing a chair beside 
me. "I should have thought I was the last 
person you would have wished to see." 

**Yes," I answered, blushing, "I did want to 
see you, and I am sorry that I ever gave you 
reason to infer the contrary. Mr. Dunstan, you 
told me in kindness what you believed to be 
true, and I was childish enough to be angry: 
will you forgive me?" 

**0h, I have forgiven you long ago, so let 
us be good friends. And I have now something 
else to talk to you about" 

He drew his chair closer, and added, in a 
low voice — 
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*^ It has come to this, then.'' 

His eye was fixed on the lovers^ and I 
understood what he meant. 

*' Will she be happy ?^ he continued^ moodily. 

** He seems very fond of her," 

" And she loves him ? ^ 

*^ I think so," I replied, ** indeed I am assured 
of it. I have heard it from her own lips.** 

He turned round quickly, and laid his hand 
on my arm ; with a convulsive movement 

^^ Chatty,*' he whispered, in a terrible voice 
of energy and despair, *^ it must not be 1 Save 
her, save her! You are her friend— you love 
her?" 

** Truly, most truly." 

^^ As you value the happiness of her whole life 
save her from this step. Entreat her on your 
knees with tears; oh, she must not, shall not 
marry him." 

His vehemence startled me, and I was silent 

"You will do this, will you not?" he added, 
in a calmer tone: "remember how much may 
depend upon the course she takes." 
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^^ BuV I asked^ urged by a desire to do Lindsay 
justice, **why do you speak thus — ^what is he, 
what has he done, that you should have so much 
fear for Jeannie. Oh, I do think he will strive to 
render her happy — I do indeed I I know that he 
is faulty, I know that his principles yield to 
impulse and the passing excitement of the minute, 
but his heart is generous." 

^^ Listen to me," Ross continued, impressively 
and coldly. " You do me injustice, but I forgive 
you. You have been reasoning like a true woman, 
from your feelings — do not seek to interrupt me — 
nor can I wonder at it Lindsay Jocelyn has 
created in your mind an interest that I could not 
possibly have done, and when I speak against him 
I can but expect that you will be ready to defend 
him. Chatty, I am not one who would willingly 
do injury to any man. I would not injure Lindsay 
Jocelyn to the value of a hair, and I should be the 
last to impute to him any unrighteous thing, to 
sully his fair name in the eyes of those who love 
him — ^but he is not true 1 You would know more ; 
that, however, is not in my power to tell you. I 
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should not think it connstent with my honour to 
make known to any one a personal secret, which 
has come to mj knowledge by chance. He is not 
tme — he is not to be trusted. Handsome he is — 
handsome, winning, and I believe in the main 
possessed of a kind heart — ^but he is Mse, selfish, 
unstable, unprincipled Do you still think that I 
see with a jaundiced eye? I would stake my exists 
ence on what I have told you. I know him well 
Now,'' he added, fixing his penetrating glance 
upon me, ''now, is it not incumbent on you to 
do your utmost to prevent this marriage?" 

** She would not listen to me," I said, sorrow- 
fully. 

''You believe that she loves him, then?" he 
asked, in an eager voice. 

"I believe that she loves him with all her 
heart" 

"I cannot speak to her myself," he said, 
musingly. 

"Indeed I will do all you wish me," I exclaimed; 
" but I know, I am quite certain, it would be of 
no avail Oh, what can be done I" 



BT THE g£A. 121 

" I will speak to her myself, in spite of every- 
thing," Ross answered, in a hurried whisper, for 
the party was breaking up ; " one effort shall be 
made, and God speed it" 
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CHAPTER XLIL 

And the effort was made. How much it cost 
Ross's chivalrous and noble nature, I little then 
knew, but all his words were vain — vain. She 
wept ; she implored him to think more generously 
of Lindsay, but she never gave way for one 
instant Brave, &ithful, true-hearted little 
Jeannie I Nothing that Ross could say had 
power to shake her decision^ even though at 
all other times, his slightest word had carried 
with it ** confirmation, strong as Holy Writl** 
Lindsay might have many, many faults — he 
might occasion her sorrow, but she loved him, 
and she would be true to him whatever might 
happen* 

^' I have done a friend's part," said Ross to me, 
in a voice of bitter gloominess, " a part, moreover, 
which I believe no one in my situation would 
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have done^ but I can do no more. I can only 
leave the rest in the hands of God^ and go^ since 
now my very presence must be hateful to her. 
And oh. Chatty, who can help loving her the 
better for her steadfastness I Yet I can do no 
good ; she will be happier when I am away." 

Sunday dragged itself out wearily; there 
seemed to be a constraint on every one, and I 
could not but look back to the quiet happy Sun- 
days I was wont to spend at Mr. Stirling's ; Sun- 
days that were holy days, in the spirit, and not in 
the letter, and which were never spent without 
profit Monday was hardly better ; but on Mon- 
day night Lindsay was to go. The next morning 
Ross would leave also, and I reckoned upon some 
quiet days with Jeannie. 

Both these days Angelica had never addressed 
to me a single word ; indeed she had hardly spoken 
to any one, her eyes wore an unnatural look of 
restlessness and unquiet thought; an unwonted 
colour had flushed her dark complexion, and her 
whole aspect was that of an individual whose mind 
was under the influence of some extraordinary and 
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Strong excitement She never stayed in the same 
place for fire consecutive minutes ; she took up a 
book, a leaf was turned, and then the book was 
flung down, and she flitted away. At dinner-time 
her conduct was still more singular ; I kept a con- 
stant watch on her^ and I observed that since I had 
entered the house she had never eaten a morsel 
And yet, I do not believe that this was observed 
by any one but myself. Mrs. Dunstan was too 
much interested by her duties as host, the Count 
was too much of a gourmand, Jeannie too much 
occupied in talking to Lindsay, and Boss too full of 
his own thoughts. Besides, one's eyes must have 
been very quick to see through it. The plate 
was put before her; she tasted her wine, handled 
her knife and fork, made a gesture of impatience ; 
and seemed delighted when the next course was 
brought to the table; this was repeated several 
times during the course of the dinner. I also 
noticed that her presence seemed to make Lindsay 
nervous and excitable ; he would careftdly evade 
encountering her glance, and seize every opportu- 
nity to be alone with Jeannie. Once, in the 
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early part of the evening on which he was to 
leave^ he was standing in a thoughtful attitude 
by the window; it was nearly twilight, and 
Jeannie was playing some of his favourite Scotch 
airs. Suddenly Angelica glided softly to his side ; 
the light was obscure, but I could see that she 
laid her hand on his arm, and looked up into 
his face as if imploringly : he bent very low and 
whispered a few words, then she reared her 
head, looked up in his face for a minute, and, 
with a haughty and erect carriage, left the room. 

Ross drew me significantly into the niche of a 
bay window. 

**Are you convinced at last?** he asked, in 
almost an ironical voice. 

'' To what do you allude ?" 

** There is understanding between them. This 
is but a drop in the ocean of proofs, but it is a 
drop clear enough. You saw it?" 

" Yes." 

" And you still doubt ? Chatty, Chatty, you 
blind yourself to reason. Confess, is this the 
first time you have had such a suspicion?" 
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The remembrance of the evening on which I 
had leaned on the balustrade came to me forcibly. 

" No," I answered, with firmness, " I will speak 
the tmtL It is not" 

He leaned his head on his hand in gloomy 
meditation. 

^^ But," I continued, struck with a new thought, 
'^he does not love her; he avoids her; he tries 
to shake off her influence. I have seen instances 
of it twenty times to-day." 

^^ I wish I could think of it in any other light 
than that which I now do. He may try to shake 
off her influence — ^what then? Think vou his 
will is as strong as hers ? A woman in love — 
and a Spaniard ! Good Heaven, I cannot think 
of her without a shudder I" 

I said no more, and indeed I had no heart to 
talk, for I felt so much confidence in Ross, and 
so little in myself, that I could not help yielding 
to his uncheering mood. 

Nine o'clock came, and Lindsay went; the rest of 
the evening passed heavily enough, and never before 
had I welcomed Mrs. Dunstan's prayer-bell with 
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SO much thankfulness. At eleven it rang, and then 
all the household, including butler, ladies'-maids, 
cooks, footmen, and page, "were marshalled into 
the lower part of the room; no absenting was 
allowed, for in this Mrs. Dunstan was as strict as 
a Puritan, and even Angelica had reappeared. 
The chapter was read as usual, and the prayer 
begun, when, all on a sudden, a wild, ringing 
scream was heard, and Angelica, holding her 
hands tight across her forehead, rushed out of 
the room, like one bereft of reason. 

Instantly every one rose from their knees, pale 
with terror. Mrs. Dunstan sank, half fainting, 
into a chair, and Jeannie looked alternately from 
Ross to me, unable to speak from surprise and 
affright 

" My engagement ** she murmured at last 

^ Oh, it is that at the bottom of it," exclaimed 
poor Mrs. Dunstan almost hysterically, "it is all 
that; ever since she heard of it, she has not been 
Uke herself, and now it has turned her brain. Oh, 
Ross, what is to be done? Chatty, send for Dr. 
Lambert Stevens, go to her! " 
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Bat Stevens looked at Thompson, and Thompson 
looked at Denny; no one stirred* 

'^Go to her, I sajl" reiterated Mrs. Donstan, 
in a voice of agonized distress. ''Oh, what shall 
we do? We might have thought it would end sa" 

''Calm yourself, my dear aunt,"* Ross said, 
composedly; "I do not think you have any great 
cause of alarm. I believe that her brain is no 
more afiected than mine is. It is but an ebulli- 
tion of passion, and a crisis of uncontrollable 
feeling, which is constitutional, and I have no 
doubt will pass over. Still it is highly advisable 
that some steps should be taken." 

His keen collected glance passed over the file of 
servants; they quailed under it "Chatty," he 
continued, "you are strong-minded and self-con- 
trolled. Tou are the only fit person. Go !" 

Mrs. Dunstan and Jeannie each took hold of 
my hands. 

"Oh no, nol" they said, "why should she 
endanger herself?" but I released myself from 
their grasp, and took up a night-candle. 

Ross's eye fell on me approvin^y, and I went 
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I do not seek to saj that it was without a slight 
tremor and nervonsness^ bat it was momentary, for 

t 

time and circumstance had habituated me to self- 
restraint and composure. The door stood open, 
and the light of my candle revealed to me the 
figure of Angelica walking to and &o in the room, 
her long black hair hanging over her shoulders, 
her small hands clasped over her temples, and 
her dark eyes shining with a wild lustre. 

She no longer hated me; why should I fear? 
I crossed the threshold boldly. 

"Angelica," I said softly, "Angelica." 

She started as she heard my voice, and motioned 
me angrily away, but I put down the candle, and 
touched her hand; it was burning hot 

** No," I said calmly, " I will not go; you may 
command me, but it is of no avail; I will stay 
till you are more composed." 

Go, go I " she exclaimed in a voice of impatience. 

Gol why will you irritate me thus? Have I 
not enough to bear already? Go!" 

She seized my wrist with a vice-like grasp, 
but I sat quite still, and met her sharp gaze 
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nnmovedly ; at this time I was pale^ and carried 
the trace of much mental suffering in my eyes. 

^ Yon above all others," she added, in a quieter 
voice, ^^ you who should have pity in your heart 
for me, for you loved him. Ah I none others read 
your secret You kept it very, very close, but I 
saw it— •! saw it from the first I saw it frcnn 
that autumn evening when we met — do you 
remember — in that lonely house by the sea ? And 
you thought that no one saw how your eyes 
followed him when he spoke, and how the colour 
quivered on your cheek, and the words trembled 
on your lips when you felt that he was looking 
at you — and I hated you — I hated you, but I do 
not hate you now, for you loved him in vain — 
all in vain 1" 

The burning hand was taken from my wrist, 
and she raised her head, exclaiming, with a 
triumphant, unnatural laugh : 

^^ All in vain I and since that I never hated 
you. Chatty Wame. I never hated you when 
I found that he made a mockery of your love. 
Oh no. I never liked any one better than I 
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liked yon then* At least you have got that to 
thank him for. Chatty — ^for my affection! — my 
affection — and I can like as well as I can 
hate, I assure you. Oh, I can like very well 
indeed I** 

Then she sat down on a low seat, and gave 
way to a terrible burst of hysterical crying and 
laughing. 
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CHAPTER XLIIL 

Two or three wretched and uncomfortable days 
passed. Mrs. Dunstan never^ bat once^ dared to 
enter Angelica's room; I believe she thonght 
her mad, and indeed her hollow, glaring eyes, 
and extravagant behaviour, might have induced 
others, wiser than Mrs. Dunstan, to form the 
same opinion. She never rested night nor day — 
she took neither sleep, food, nor aliment of any 
kind. Sometimes she would sit for some minutes 
with her head resting on her hand, gazing at the 
fire with an expression of listless indifierence, and 
now and then speaking to herself in low, unin- 
telligible accents; then she would rise suddenly, 
pace the room up and down with unquiet, hasty 
steps, her hands clasped over her brow, her lips 
shut, as if keeping down some strong inner 
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suffering. How beautiful she ^ was ! Yet that 
beauty had something fearful in it now. Dr. 
Lambert was called in; but what could he do? 
It was a case of pure mental excitement— excite- 
ment of the strongest kind^ and which affected 
the system^ but which the system in no wise 
affected. Her mind was drowned with the 
vehemence of disappointment and despair ; in such 
a personal case no science could avail. He re- 
commended me to be constantly with her^ to 
humour her as far as possible^ and^ above all 
tlungs^ not to urge her to take nourishment; 
she would be much more likely to do anything 
which was strenuously opposed^ and vice versa. 
He then shook his head very gravely, and took 
his leave. 

Ross did not go; I entreated him to stay 
a few days longer, and Mrs. Dimstan joined 
in my petitions with tears in her eyes. She 
was so upset — so nervous, she was assured she 
should not be able to sleep a wink, if he went, 
for he seemed to be a protection to the house. 
Poor Mrs. Dunstan was really to be pitied ; she 
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bad taken Angelica beneath ber roof^ firom 
ber scbool-girl dajs, and bad put up with all 
her wajward bumonrs, with a patience and 
good-nature that was almost a virtue. Of later 
years she bad allowed ber to bare her own waj^ 
merely from fear of contradiction^ and all the 
little household bubbles of contention had been of 
Angelica's making. And I really believe that 
partly from ties of relationship^ and partly from 
long intercourse, Mrs. Dunstan almost loved 
her. Certainly no one else could rule her as the 
young Indian girl did. 

I never left her for one moment, and I 
solemnly believe that, through the mercy of 
God, I was thereby the means of saving a human 
life. I shudder even now as I recall this dark 
and terrible epoch of my life. It was on a 
stormy night: the March winds bowled and 
raged like agonized spirits; the hail and rain 
beat with a wailing sobbing sound against the 
casements. The fierceness of the tempest seemed 
to imp». . new «1,»,«K» to her ^ Sbe rc« 
from her bed, and paced the corridor, robed 
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in white^ and with disheyelled hair^ like an 
unhappy ghost Then she covered her face in her 
hands, and moaned aloud. I was lying very 
still and quiet; she thought I slept; suddenly 
she murmured words of fearful import, and 
going to her escritoire, passed her hand oyer 
a secret drawer, and drew out a small round 
case. An expression of awful resolution and 
despair came over her face; she uttered his 
name, then — oh, fearful, fearful thought 1 — ^I saw 
it raised to her lips I 

A horrible spell of nightmare seemed to 
bind me, but I made a desperate effort and 
screamed aloud. With the speed of lightning 
the case was replaced, the secret drawer closed, 
and the escritoire moved away. 

'^ Pardon me," I said, with as much calmness 
as I could, '^ it was only a spasm which awoke me ; 
I am subject to it, but — ^but if you would do me a 
small service I think I could sleep again. In 
my valise in Jeannie's room» is a little bottle 
of smelling salts which always relieve me on 
Bucb occasions. Would you fetch it ^^r me ?" 
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She acquiesced^ and with trembling haste I 
took down the escritoire; it was not locked^ 
and the spring of the drawer yielded easily 
to my touch ; to pour out the contents of the fetal 
phial was the work of a moment^ to fill it again 
with water^ was done in another. Before she 
returned^ I was in my old position. The night 
passed^ I know not how; towards morning I 
fell into a short sleep; when I awoke a change 
had come. 

Angelica was sitting on a wicker chair by 
the fire, in her old attitude of dreaming care- 
lessness, but one glance sufficed to tell me that 
some mysterious power had influenced her. 
She was dressed in her usual way, and with 
her usual magnificence and care. The smooth 
black hair, was gathered up in loose, but elegant 
fashion around her slender throat, and olive 
cheek; diamonds and sapphires glittered on 
her fingers and arms; the becoming and cus- 
tomary morning dress of white muslin contrasted 
with her dusky loveliness. Her cheeks were 
sunken, but burned with a glow of rose, her eyes 
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sparkled with a strange expression of triumph^ 
and seemed to look into the book of Fate^ whilst 
she ever and anon muttered mysterious words 
about Victory or Death. 

When she saw me awake^ she ran eagerly 
up to my bedside. 

*' See 1" she exclaimed^ ** you have now no cause 
to remain here; I shall wander about like a 
ghost^ and terrify my aunt^ no more. The storm 
last night seemed to take all the fever from 
me. Look at me. Is not my brow clear^ and 
my eye steady? Feel my pulse; does it not 
beat as regularly as your own ? Won't my good 
aunt be glad to hear it? Come^ you must make 
haste and go to her. But I forgot^ why should 
not I go with you ?" 

She assisted me to dress with her own hands^ 
and taking my arm descended to the breakfast 
room. Poor Mrs. Dunstan seemed ready to 
sink with terror. Jeannie^ more brave^ rose and 
shook hands with her^ in her usual way. It 
was a curious breakfast Every one kept talking^ 
£rom the consciousness of every one's disinclination 
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to talk. When it wbb over, Ross drew me 
aside* 

" So, Chatty," he soid^ with a smile, " your 
mad Richard is herself again I I can't help 
fimcjing that none of us can see through the 
whole affair, but skin-deep. Why should she 
have affected such fondness to Jeannie of late? 
There was evidently deception in that; it was 
a blind no doubt to hide some revengeful design* 
I wish we could get Jeannie away from the 
place. I am quite tmeasy with regard to her* 
I shall get Mrs. Dunstan's consent to letting her 
return with me to London, to stay with my 
married brother. Ton will help to persuade her» 
will you not?" 

" Oh, most gladly." 

^ And, Chatty," Ross continued, in a tone of 
sarcastic contempt, '^my aunt has been letting 
a little light upon my mind, with regard to 
Lindsay Jocelyn. That amiable young gentle- 
man, I believe, never testified any particular 
affection for my cousin till a few days ago ?" 

I made no answer, and he went on. 
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^' And he first testified that particular attention 
just after Mrs. Dnnstan's approaching marriage to 
the Count was announced? Mark his pro« 
ceedings: Mrs. Dunstan uras greatly indignant 
because her late husband left Jeannie an equal 
fortune with herself^ and to devolye entirely upon 
her^ in case of the former marrying again. All 
tills my aunt pours into Lindsay Jocelyn's ears ; 
for she^ like every one else, might say with Noricus 
in the old play : 

'* Tout en lui nous parut dtre aU'-dessus de Fhomme : 
Ce n'est point un mortel, un h^ros ; c'est un dieu :'^ 

so entirely and unscrupulously does she ascribe 
to him all that is good and beautiful in human 
kmd. Well, she tells him how determined she 
is to marry, and how certain it is that half 
the late Mr. Dunstan's tens of thousands will 
fall into the executor's hands for Jeannie. He 
is indolent, he is fond of ease, he has little or 
no property. Jeannie's fortune will render him 
wealthy, independent of labour —But I will say 
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no more. God knows I have faults enough of 
my own; only I cannot help trembling for 
Jeannie — ^poor child l** 

Early in the afternoon Lindsay came; he 
was looking very bright and joyous, and, with only 
a word of greeting, went to the stables to order 
horses for a ride with Jeannie. They did not 
return till nearly dinner-time : Jeannie ran up-stairs 
with a face flushed with health and happiness to 
dress ; the groom led away the horses, and Lindsay 
strolled into the gardens. For a long time 
he wandered about, till it grew dusk, and I could 
hardly distinguish his tall figure from the winter 
shrubberies. At length I saw something white 
fluttering beside him. Half an hour passed, it 
grew dusker still, but when I could no longer 
distinguish the tall figure towering in the distance, 
the fluttering of the white robe indicated his 
presence. 

At seven the dinner-bell rang. Oh, I shall 
never forget that dinner, as long as I live I 
A shadow seemed to have fallen upon all, but 
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darkest; heaviest upon Lindsaj; for he sat by 
my 8ide, fearfully pale and sUent, ks if his spirit 
had no power to break from a terrible spell 
that bound it. 
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CHAPTER XLIV. 

It is past midnight^ and yet I cannot sleep. A 
strange unaccountable oppression weighs upon my 
heart, as of a for^adowing of evil — ^yet why so? 
Child, weak, foolish that I am. Has not life 
sorrows and dark realities enough, without an 
imagining and seeking after them? 

I try hard to shake off this morbid mood. It 
was an old habit of mine, during the last two years 
of my father's life, to make up for the little leisure 
I had in the day-time, by an hour or two's study 
at night, when the rest were asleep; sometimes, if 
the book were interesting, it would be almost mid- 
night ere I closed it Those quiet readings were 
very delightful to me, and even now, when I had 
no longer occasion for so doing, I had never given 
up the habit 
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So^ taking up a yolume of Macanlay's glorious 
essays, I draw an easy chair to the fire^ and begin 
to read. I choose the book firom many others^ as 
one that cannot fail to engage my mind^ and yet^ 
after the first few lines^ the letters seem to turn 
themselves npside down^ and spell imaginary 
words; all the meaning is lost upon me^ and I lay 
aside the book in despair. Surely I am not grow- 
ing nervous ? Heaven forbid — no, it must be that 
the gas-lights affect my eyes. Well, I wjll just 
wait till the fire is out, then I will go to bed. 

I sleep in Jeannie's room to-night She entreated 
me so earnestly that I could not refose; but I do 
not think there js any fear of hearing Angelica's 
ghost-like step, and weird soliloquies. She 
begged Mrs. Dunstan, almost on her knees, to let 
her be alone that night: she promised, with a 
thousand protestations, that she would sleep 
serenely, and composedly: the house should be 
undisturbed; not a sound should be heard, and 
Mrs. Dunstan was only too glad to consent 

Angelica had kept her word. The house was 
very, very silent^ not a sound was heard. 
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Tet I cannot sleep^ Once I fell into a long 
train of thought; it was almost like sleep, so 
tranquil, and full of dreams, but in the midst I was 
awaked by a sound as of footsteps. It was a very 
slight sound* |^ad the stillness been less complete 
I should not have heard it, yet I could not be 
deceived. Some one was walking along the 
corridor, very stealthily, very cautiously, very 
noiselessly. My heart beat quickly as I listened. 
For a few mmutes I heard no more, then came 
the sound again, only it seemed to be echoed, 
as if two persons were walking instead of one. 
The footsteps passed my door, crossed the 
corridor, then died away in the distance, and 
the stillness was as unbroken as before. 

I trembled violently; yet why this fear and 
apprehension? Pshaw! it is only Angelica; the 
feverish restlessness has not quite left her yet, and 
she is trying to cool her burning brain by the 
night air; she has done it many times before, why 
should she not do it again? It was my diseased 
fancy that magnified the single footsteps; night- 
watching and overworked anxiety made me 
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fearful^ childish and melancholj^ I resolved to go 
to bed^ and sleep soundly. As I crossed the room 
to kiss Jeannie's fair young face^ which smiled 
so peacefully in her slumbers^ I passed the window^ 
and unconsciously looked out It was a clear star- 
light nighty and I could see nothings but suddenly 
my heart stood still with a sickening feeling of 
terror. There is a sound without of horses' feet 
and carriage-wheels; first the sound is subdued 
but near^ as if a vehicle were starting slowly^ 
then there is a slight clicks as if the back gate was 
shut carefolly^ and then the carriage drives ofi* at 
a furious pace, and the pace grows quicker and 
quicker, till it is no more heard. 

For a few mmutes I stand at the window 
breathless and powerless, with a dread sense of 
fear. And yet it cannot, cannot be ! the mere 
suspicion of the thought is too dreadful to bear. 
Anything, the worst even, is preferable to this 
harrowing suspense. I lighted a night-candle, 
and sought with faltering steps Angelica's room. 

It was empty— empty, dark, and disordered. 
The bed had not been slept upon^ the floor was 
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Strewed with dresses and shawls^ loose money was 
scattered npon the table^ the drawers and ward- 
robes stood wide open, the escritoire and jewel-box 
are gone. Oh, Heavens, I cannot doubt it now ! 

They have fled — ^fled together I 

My first impulse was to go to Mrs* Dunstan« 
Then I recoiled. No, it would be imprudent to 
take such a step at this hour ; it might bring on 
ilhiess, so unexpected a shock as it would be to 
her, and so nervously irritable as she was. And 
poor, poor Jeannie ! what should I do ? A bright 
thought flashed across my mind. I would wake 
up Ross at once. He could advise me. 

Shivering in every limb, and blanched with 
the horror of the conviction which had just 
dawned upon me, I stood at his door. 

** Ross,** I said in the most collected tone I was 
capable of, and tapping on the panel gently, " Ross, 
I have something to say to you; rise, rise 
quickly I'' 

^^ Who wants me; is any one speaking?'' 

" It is I, Chatty Warnc. Dear Ross get up, 
I entreat you, something has happened." 
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In two or three minates he was dressed and 
opened the door. 

'^ Good Heavens 1 why. Chatty, child what is the 
matter? My dear girl, do speak — ^what is it? you 
are as white as a ghost and tremble from head to 
foot" 

** Angelica " I faltered — ^^ Angelica and 

Lindsay, oh Rossi they have gone!" 

"Gone?" 

He repeated the word twice, and then my 
meaning seemed to come home to him. A cold 
sweat rose to his brow. 

** Traitor — coward — villain I " he exclaimed, 
with flashing eyes and set teeth ; " but are you 
sure— oh, he would not be so cruel to Jeannie!" 

I repeated to him what I had heard and seen. 
I saw a dark tempest of indignation gather on 
my companion's brow as I proceeded, but he was 
perfectly calm and self-possessed. 

** Wait here I " he said to me, when I had 
finished. " There is only one more proof needed. 
I will go at once to his room. Sit down ; you 
are quite faint I will not be a minute." 

L 2 
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Soon he returned, holding in his hand a folded 
paper. 

^' Chatty,'' he exclaimed, in a hollow voice, 
^ it is true I The worst that I ever feared, from 
his imtnithfcd and fickle heart has come. His 
vanity led him to yield to that woman's influence, 
and now it has brought his ruin* I found this 
paper on his dressing-table addressed to you, 
read it" 

And with aching eyes, and heart-broken 
thoughts, I read the following: — 

" Love her — comfort her — teach her to forget 
me-^forget me youreelf also, rinee I am no longer 
worthy of your friendship.^ 

It was written in pencil, and with evidence 
of great haste and excitement. 

'^ Oh, Ross!" I exclaimed, with clasped hands 
and streaming tears, ^ who will have courage to tell 
her this?" 

He leaned his &ce upon his hand, in an attitude 
of deep grief and meditation. 

^^So happy, so confiding as she is, too," he 
said at last, ''it breaks my heart to think of 
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the misery which the morning will bring to 
her. But it most be done: it must be broken 
to her, gently and carefully." 

I looked up wistfully to him. 

"I cannot — I cannot I" he exclaimed, with 
emotion, ^' I could look without a tremor upon 
the rack, but I could not bear to witness her 
sorrow. Chatty," he added, in a subdued voice, 
^^dear Chatty, it is a hard task, but you will 
do it — ^will you not ? " 

I covered my face in my hands, and burst into 
an agony of tears. 

Ross wept also. 

Oh, it moved my heart to witness the tears 
of that strong, brave man I Then it .was, that 
I first felt the nobleness, and depth, and tenderness 
of that sterling nature. I felt how much I had 
underrated the stem goodness and uprightness 
which was hidden beneath such an unwinning 
exterior, and how far more rare and valuable, 
was that very sternness and hard demeanour, to 
the polished and briliant bearing that so charmed 
my fancy. 



150 THE WHITE HOUSE 

I touched his arm lightly* 

" I will tell her," I said gently. " I will do 
my best to comfort her, indeed I wilL** 

'^God in heaven bless yon, for yonr good 
courageous heart, and reward yon ! " he murmured 
fervently. ** I cannot'' 

** But when — when must it be ? ** 

He took out his watoh. 

** Four o'clock, and she will not rise till seven. 
If she sleeps, do not wake her; let her be happy 
whilst she can, and you need rest ^ 

I shook my head sadly. 

" You will not try to sleep ? Ah, you are so 
thoroughly overwrought, you had better then——" 

Here his voice quivered. 

*' When she wakes — when she wakes f " he 
exclaimed hurriedly, and turning his face away. 
" Oh, would to God, that it were over 1 " 



BT THE SEA* 151 



CHAPTER XLV. 

She was just ready to descend to the breakfast 
room: looking so pretty, and bright, and joyous, 
with the rose of health and happiness glowing on 
her cheek, and a Ught of hopefdness and love 
shining in her innocent eye— oh, it was hard to 
teU her then! Tet it must be done, and I 
had promised. 

"Jeannie," I said, striving hard to be calm, 
" you must not go down yet ; I have something to 
say to you." 

She darted a quick, eager glance at my pale 
features. 

*'0h, some dreadful thing has happened! 
Chatty, do tell me!" 

I drew her into the room, and seating myself 
by her side took both her hands in mine. 
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*^ Tes, a dreadful thing has happened" 

'' They have quarreUed— Ross has fought a duel 
with him — ^he is killed I" she exclaimed, in a voice 
broken by an agony of suspense. 

"No,** I continued; "there has been no quarrel 
Ross has had nothing to do with it. Jeannie, 
you can never marry Lindsay JTocelyn; he is 
unworthy of your love — you must forget him; 
forget him entirely." 

I put my arm around the poor trembling form, 
and drew her to my bosom. 

"Jeannie, my poor Jeanniel he has gone; 
gone in the night with " 

She made no answer ; she lay utterly still in 
my arms-*<-still, marble-like, and despairing. 

" With Angelica. Jeannie, you know all; he is 
heartless and ignoble: be brave; despise, forget 
him." 

"Forget him I** 

Her voice quivered with the intensity of her 
mental anguish ; she released her hold from my 
neck, and sinking down on the ground, buried her 
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face in the folds of m j dress and wept as if her 
heart would break. At first I attempted no com- 
fort, for I felt that tears would be a relief; but 
when hours passed, and though the passionate 
weeping had ceased, still came at regular intervals 
the I0W3 choking sob which speaks the deepest 
suffering, I grew firightened. 

"Jeannie,** I said, tenderly, '^ JTeannie, do you 
love me?** 

She pressed my hand }n reply. 

" And you do not wish me to be unhappy?" 

"No; oh no." 

*^ How can I help being unhappy whilst I see 
you in this grief? Dear, dear Jeannie, try to be 
brave, to overcome it For my sake, for Mrs. 
Dunstan's, make one effort He is not worthy of 
such regret" 

" Chatty, forgive me, oh forgive me I" she mur- 
mured, ^^ but I loved him so— I loved no one else 
in the world like him, and I thought he was so 
good and true ; and to find that he never loved 
me ; to know that I shall never, never see him 
again I" 
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She drew a long^ deep-drawn sigh^ and then 
burst into tears afiresh. The sobs shook her slight 
frame^ and witnessed the terrible vehemence of 
her sorrow. Oh Jeannie, Jeannie^ none knew the 
depth and earnestness that were hidden in thy 
gentle, silent heart! 

Night came. Her cheeks were hollow as if 
worn by the tears of a whole year's sorrow; but 
she had grown calm, terribly calm; her lips were 
shut with a look of despondency ; her eyes had a 
stony look; she hardly seemed like our bright, 
childlike Jeannie of yesterday. 

*' Tell me all — all I " she whispered. 

And I told her. She did not start, or utter a 
word, or shed a tear, but listened to the end in 
statue-like immoveableness. When I had done, 
her head sank on my shoulder in an attitude of 
hopeless sorrow that was terrible to witness. 

I shed tears ; I implored her to speak to me, 
and to try to look like the Jeannie of old. I used 
all the eloqtfence of which I was capable, but to no 
purpose. Her only answer was — 

" Chatty, I loved him, I loved him I " 



BY THE SEA. 155 

She had tasted no food all day ; at seven the 
dinner-bell rang; Mrs. Donstan came np and 
entreated her with tears in her eyes to go down 
and partake of it She consented, and rose np for 
the purpose ; at first her step tottered, but, I saw 
that she was straggling hard for composure, and 
was resolved to conquer. She dressed herself as 
uAual, arranged her hair, and adjusted her robe ; 
then she put her arm in mine, and went down- 
stairs. Dinner was gone through as usubI, but 
it was a sad task. Lindsay's place at the head of 
the table was empty, and a thousand minute 
occurrences brought vividly to our minds the 
event of the previous night. I do not think the 
presence of death in the house would have been 
more solemn than this weight, and icy restraint. 
Now and then I looked at Jeannie ; she ate, she 
drank, and was calm ; yes, she was indeed making 
an effort But to me every moment that calmness 
grew more fearful. 

Once Ross bent down to me, and said, in a low 
voice — 

*' Speak to her. For Heaven's sake break that 
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awful spell that seems around her; she looks like 
a marble image of despair : she camiot live if this 
goes on.'' 

I tried to draw her into conversation^ bat to no 
purpose; she uttered a monosyllable or two; the 
tone of her voice made me shudder^ it was so 
unnatural and forced* 

So the day dragged itself out; but when another 
and another passed^ and still she continued the 
same — tearless^ silent, and deathlike — ^I grew terri- 
fied. I feared not only for her health, but her 
reason alsa Every night I went to bed saying, 
*^ It cannot last long; there will be a change to- 
morrow ; a crisis must come : " but to-morrow came, 
and brought no change or hope. She obeyed us 
in all respects literally; she walked out, she joined 
us at meals, she went through her ordinary 
occupations: but as each day passed on she wasted 
and waned more and more. The long walks by 
the sea side, in the beautiful spring days, brought 
no colour to her cheek, or sparkle to her eye; her 
favourite books dropped on her knees, and her 
hands closed over them, in an attitude of listless 
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indifference; she would sit for hours unemployed 
whilst — 

** Eyermore her eye 
Wes busy in the distance, shaping things 
That made her heart beat qnick." 

Mrs. Dunstan talked of change^ travel^ the gaieties 
of the London season^ but she deprecated the 
idea of leaving me; still more so the idea of 
pleasure* 

*' Dear mamtna^" she would say, " you are very, 
very kind, and I know that I am ungrateful ; but 
I do not wish to go away yet I will try to be 
happy with Chatty, indeed I will." 

And though sHe never said that I was a comfort 
to her, I saw it, in the wistful look of welcome 
with which she greeted me after only an hour's 
absence, and in the way she clung to me always. 
I saw it and took hope. 
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CHAPTER XLVI. 

'' Going? *• 

" Yes, I must go. Chatty ; I can be of no use 
here, and I have already somewhat neglected my 
professional duties. I seem to have entirely for- 
gotten business since the last two weeks." 

He was leaning on the wall, and looking out of 
the window, in an attitude of dreary meditation. 

^^ I am so sorry that you must go,** I said. 
"We shall all miss you; when will you come 
again?" 

"Never," he answered sorrowfully, "never 
more till she is happy again. It breaks my heart 
to see her thus, and all the while to know how she 
loved him, whilst I " 

He broke off suddenly, and a faint blush over- 
spread his thoughtful, and refined features. 

" You loved her," I added timidly, "is it not so? 
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Oh, would to Heaven " But I could not finish 

my sentence, and blushed also. 

^^Yes," he continued, in the same mournful 
tones, *^ would to Heaven that my love had been 
returned! I would have striven to the utmost to 
render her happy ; and God knows, that no selfish 
or worldly motive influenced me, when I first 
hoped to make her my wife. ' But the hope is taken 
from me, quite taken from me now, and to think 
that it was he whose work it is, he who won her 
innocent affections only to trample them under foot ; 
oh, that is the bitterest thought of all ! Had she been 
beloved worthily, wisely, and tenderly, I could have 
borne it with patience; my poor, poor Jeannie ! " 

For a minute his voice broke down with emotion; 
then he continued : 

*^ I loved her so well. Chatty, my dear, kind 
little friend you have been the only person to read 
this secret; tell me, do you not think that despite 
the roughness and hardness of my outward 
appearance, I have a heart? do you not think that, 
despite my seeming coldness 6f manner, I could 
have made her happy ? ^ 
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** I believe bo, most truly." 

** Bless you for saying sa Ah, Chatty, very, 
very few of my acquaintances would have an- 
swered me so warmly. I pass off as a sort of 
Timon amongst most of them. I cannot flatter ; 
they call me cold and self-contained: I cannot 
firitter away my time in senseless frivolities, and 
this they call being unsociable and uncultivated. 
But no matter: one or two in the world at least 
respect and esteem me, and I am not entirely 
useless. Well," he added in an altered tone, ** you 
will not quite forget me, will you ? and you will 
take care ofherf^ 

*' Oh ! " I exclaimed sadly, " if I could but devise 
some method of bringing her to a different state 
of mind! That terrible, terrible composure is 
more grievous to see, than the most violent out- 
bursts of grie£ Ross, what shall I do? She 
wastes every day more and more, and the sorrow 
seems to sink deeper and deeper into her heart 
It cannot go on long like this." 

**.I know it; I watch her every hour, and every 
minute, and see the change that comes-—" 
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He stopped suddenly^ and his eyes lighted np 
with a flash of anger: 

** Nothing for years has affected me so much as 
this man's falseness and treachery; such things 
seem to shake one's faith in humanity. And 
strange," he continued, musingly; " strange it is, 
that I should have had so long a sort of doubt 
and mistrust of him — a presentiment, I might 
almost call it Once or twice I observed trifling 
instances which convinced me of his want of 
straightforwardness and integrity, and I have 
had no confidence in him since. Indeed, I have 
sometimes taxed myself with prejudice and im- 
charitableness on that account. I will frankly say, 
however (though nothing could in the least 
extenuate his conduct), that it would be a difficidt 
task for a stronger and firmer man than he to 
break off &om that woman's infiuence when he 
had once submitted to it. There was a kind of 
fascination in her glittering black eyes that I 
believe few could escape. It seems almost 
incredible that he could leave Jeannie's sweet 
disposition, and quiet loveable nature, for such 
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a one I Oh^ that Jeannie ever loved him ! But 
aUons let ns not speak of them; the yery mention 
of their names makes the blood boil in mj yeins. 
Is there nothing we can devise — foreign travel — 
London society — a long sea voyage?** 

I shook my head hopelessly. 

*' She will not leave me.** 

'^ And you are looking pale and careworn also^ 
why could you not accompany her? Return with 
my aunt to Normandy for a few weeks." 

'^ It has been already proposed^ but she seems 
to deprecate the idea of leaving Ingham." 

''That is the very point to gain. I mean to 
rouse her Realties from their morbid state; the 
idea of any action whatever is repugnant to her^ 
but that is the only remedy. I have a sister-in-law 
residing in London^ a &shionable, wealthy^ and 
really kind-hearted woman — a woman^ moreover^ 
whose face and manner are wonderfully attractive. 
By this irresistible sweetness and suavity, and 
without possessing any remarkable tone, or strength 
of character, she obtains a great ascendancy over 
people's minds, more particularly those of the 
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young. I do believe that sbe^ before all others^ 
could effect this core. The circle in which she 
mixes^ and takes the lead, is not of an ordinary- 
kind. I think that Jeannie^s mind could not fail 
to be interested and awakened. She would see 
such a varied society as she has never seen before — 
crown ministers, foreign ambassadors, celebrated 
authors, painters, and musicians ; all the men and 
women whose works she has read, and whom the 
world talks of; Persian princes, Parisian beaux, 
English wits and table-talkers. Now, if she were 
allowed to sit by in a comer, and idly look on, all 
this living panorama would avail nothing; but 
my sister-in-law has an uncommon tact of discover- 
ing tastes, and bringing out minds. From the 
first day of Jeannie's entering her house, she would 
bring a constant succession of influence to bear 
upon her mind which she could not withstand. 
Oh, I am sure my scheme will answer! I will 
speak to my aunt at once, and get Cecile to write." 
*^ I feel assured it willji" I answered, partaking of 
his enthusiasm, *' but there is one thing which if 
it were to happen might spoil alL" 
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" What is that?" he said, in a voice of surprise. 

** If by any chance she might see " 

^'I understand your meaning. Ah! I never 
thought of that But I do not think it is very 
probable. Most likely they would go abroad; 
still it is a chance : but their whereabouts I think 
I can arrive at Anyhow I will do my best and 
with speed. Once get her near Cecile, and she 
would be saved ; but you — ^you would come with 
her ? I think you would like my sister-in-law ; 
she is a woman of the world, and you are as 
nmworldly as it is possible to be, but she has 
infinite goodness of heart and some points which 
render it impossible with all her faults not to 
love her. You will come?" 

I hesitated : 

" I should like very much^ but I — I am afraid 
I could not" 

*^ Why not?" 

" Mr. Stirling was my father's friend, and since 
he died has taken the place of father towards me. 
He loves me as if I were his own child, and I 
think he would miss me." 
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Ross smiled^ an odd humorous smile. 

"Well," he said, shaking my hand cordially, 
" you are a good child, and it would be prepos- 
terous for me to tell you what to do, when you 
have such a wise little head of your own. .But if 
you can come, do. I should be so pleased to show 
London to you. Meantime, good-bye." 

The old dark look returned to his brow. 

"If I can ascertain that they are abroad 
Cecile shall write — ^if not, God knows only how 
it will end. Watch over her — love her. 
Good-bye." 

"But you will come sometimes?" I said, 
timidly. 

" I cannot^ he whispered, in a voice of anguish. 
"I can commend her to Heaven, and rack my brain 
night and day to devise a method of bringing her 
to happiness, but it fills my heart with hate and 
bitterness to see her suffer, and to know for 
whom, 

" I will write to you." 

He wrung my hand again. 
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" God bless you a thousand times^ dear Chatty. 
Yes, write to me — ^write to me often.** 

" I promise you that I will do so." 

" And if If it can be done safely, Cecile 

shall write. Adieu.'' 
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CHAPTER XLVII. 

Mbs. Dunstan belonged to that class of individuals 
whose whole life is made up of inconsistencies 
and contradictions. Yet she was not an original 
These very inconsistencies and contradictions arose 
from an idiosyncrasy which is common enongh. 
She had no real ill-nature^ yet she had strong 
antipathies ; and though she had no deep feelings, 
she allowed herself to l^an upon and be governed 
by those who were stronger willed than herself, 
till this yery dependence and subjection took up 
the place of affection in her temperament To say 
that she loved Angelica would be a gross mis- 
representation, for it was impossible for any one, 
however warm-hearted, to love her, in the true 
sense of the word; but Angelica's faults and 
caprices ever leaned towards Mrs. Dunstan's 
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weakest points* She was vain, extrayagant, heart- 
less, unreasonable, selfish — but at the same time 
she was handsome, rich, and self-willed. Mrs. 
Dunstan could pardon all her vanity of wealth and 
beauty, and all her frivolity and coquetry, because 
she was vain, and rich, and frivolous, and flirting 
herself. And she gave way to her captiousness 
and wild humours, because Angelica had strong 
passions and an unconquerable will, and it was 
easier and safer to yield to them. As true it is, 
that they who are readiest to form a prejudice, are 
the most unwilling to part with it, so it is true that 
indolent dispositions are the first to fly from one 
extreme to the other, and the last to forgive when 
once they have been wronged. Now, Mrs. Dun- 
stan during the reign of Angelica might almost 
have been considered to slight her own child ; not 
that I think she did not love Jeannie as well as 
she was capable of loving at all, but Jeannie, quiet, 
innocent, inoffensive Jeannie, was not so necessary 
to her as the wild Indian cousin. Jeannie entered 
into none of hor gaieties, flirtations, or extrava- 
gances, and had a mind far too pure and sensitive 
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to meet on a level with her own; therefore she 
had been treated more like a child than a com- 
panion^ and almost with coldness. 

But now came the reaction. Jeannie had never 
occasioned Mrs. Dunstan an hour's imhappiness or 
discomfort; Jeannie had always yielded to her 
wishes and treated her with affectionate respect — 
and Jeannie had been neglected. Angelica had 
given back ingratitude for kindness, treachery 
for openness, perfidy for hospitality; had broken 
the sanctity of home and robbed Jeannie of happi- 
ness. Angelica could not be suflSciently hated — 
Jeannie could not be too well loved. If I ever 
felt inclined to find fault with Mrs. Dunstan's 
manner to my darling, I could forgive it all now. 
Her indignation and fondness knew no bounds. 
She devised a hundred little plans every day — some 
fatile, but all well meant to divert the poor child's 
mind from the sorrow which seemed wasting her 
Ufe away. She gave up her favourite card-parties 
at Lady Bitigham Lloyd's that she might enter- 
tain a small evening party at home ; she closed the 
second volume of the newest novel that Jeannie 
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might not lose her morning drire; she conceded 
to her wish in everything, even though the wish 
was only implied, and however much it interfered 
with her own« 

A reaction took place in her mind too, with 
regard to Mr. Stirling. No one had exclaimed 
against his marriage more than she had; no 
one had more vehemently scandalized what she 
termed his high-flown morality, and no one had 
been more ready to turn her back upon the poor 
wife. But now came a change. The difference 
with regard to the will was quite forgotten. AU 
rancour and all spirit of contest was alike buried ; 
and one morning she ordered her unpretending 
pony phaeton, which in Angelica's sovereignty 
she had never dared to use, drove to his houses 
and asked him, meekly and simply, to forget all 
that had passed, and to say that as it was her 
child's wish, she should be most grateful to him 
if he would take her to his home till she returned 
to England 

Even the Cotmt Civray, the smooth-spoken, 
flattering, coxcombical Count, was awed into 
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compassion and manly tenderness by Jeannie's 
silent sadness. 

It was touching to see how that worldly woman 
and frivolous empty-headed man^ softened and 
melted to pity, at the sight of her youth and of 
her sorrow. The Count poured forth no more 
elegant compliments and sentimentalisms about 
her loveliness and vivacity, which had formerly 
sent her flying from his side at the first oppor- 
tunity. But he now brought out a heap of anec- 
dotes and witty stories, illustrating them by ludi- 
crous grimaces and gestures, and good-naturedly 
caring not how great a fool he made himself, if 
he could but bring a smile on her lips. And 
though the stories were doubtless second-hand 
enough, the illustrations were eminently original, 
and heavy-hearted indeed must he be who could 
behold them with gravity. Then, when he took 
his leave, his greeting was made with so little 
ostentation, and so much real feeling I 

** Adieu, adieu, ma fille 1 '* he would say softly, 
kissing her brow, *' tache bien de te rendre 
heureuse ; je te confie a Dieu. Ca sera bien.'' 
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And Jeannie never fled from his side now, 
and welcomed him with a grateftil look, which 
expressed £sur more than words conld have done, 
how mnch she appreciated his solicitade and 
gentleness. 

Again and again, the idea of her accompanying 
Mrs. Donstan to Normandy, after the wedding, 
was recurred to, but always with the same 
results. 

'^ Do you know,** Mrs. Dunstan said to me one 
day, after the subject had been brought forward, 
'^ I am really of opinion now that the wisest plan 
will be to let her remain at Ingham quietly, as she 
so much wishes. I know that the place is dull, 
but it i« very plewant in summer, and I do think 
that she ought to follow her own inclinations ; you 
and Mr. Stirling will do your utmost to make her 
happy, and no good will come from persuading 
her into what she seems to dislike. We will think 
it over, but a plan of some sort ought to be 
resolved upon, and even if the invitation comes 
from Park Lane, I hardly think she would go." 

Meantime Boss went, and a week passed. No 
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letter &om Gecile; no resolution taken; and 
Jeannie was growing paler and paler. All the 
household is sad to see how every day the once 
buoyant step grows more and more languid, the 
blue eyes more and more listless, the hand thinner 
and thinner, and how — 

^ Eyer she droopeth in her minde, 
As nipt by an ungentle winde 
Doth 86me faire lilje flower." 

She who was so joyous, and trusting and lovely. 
Oh, Lindsay, Lindsay I 
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CHAPTER XLVIIL 

At length the long looked -for letter from 
Cecile came. It was written with admirable 
cleverness^ and much delicacy of feeling, showing 
moreover the versatility, as well as the ready tact 
of the writer's mini I, who knew Jeannie 
so well, and entered into her inner world of 
thoughts entirely, could not have sketched and 
defined the nature of her malady with half so much 
brevity and completeness. There played over 
the whole letter, a half-playful, half-sarcastic tone, 
a tone of lightness and gracefulness combined, 
which gave mo the idea that she was a French- 
woman, and this hypothesis I afterwards found to 
be true. None but a Frenchwoman would have 
followed out with so much skilfulness and ease;, 
Ross's concise suggestions. ** Above all things,'* 
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she wrotei " do not urge any course upon her. I 
think if you will follow my advice that all will end 
well. Let the marriage take place as originally 
intended^ and the subject of her visit to Normandy 
be mentioned no more. Meantime^ I will quietly 
write a little note of invitation to her ; the note 
shall seem to come quite accidentally ^ you under- 
stand; with not the slightest recurrence to the 
affair de ccsur ; it shall be written in a kind of 
egotistical, off-hand manneri with no reference 
whatever to her foelingSi and with a great deal of 
reference to my own. My youngest niece is just 
married — I miss her dreadfully — I am quite miser- 
able— -will my kind little cousin be compassionate^ 
and spend a few weeks with me^ now when Lon- 
don is getting so gay ; and when I have no longer 
heart to be gay alsoi since I have now no one on 

« 

whom I can pour out my ill-humour when I am 
bored; or my enthusiasm when I am pleased? Oh| 
we will manage it very nicelyi and if the poor child 
is once here — c'est assess. Leave the rest to me. 
Je sais bien manager ces choses-la. Depend on it, 
when we are yotmg and romantic there is a sort of 
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pleasure to ns in giving way to the utmost to our 
sadness. So dainty sweet is melancholy^ and so 
loth are we to give up even the shattered bits of 
the idol we have worshipped. One who would 
persuade us that it is much wiser and much more 
pleasant to sleep soundly, and enjoy one's break- 
fast after it/ and to take human kind as we find it, 
laugh at its follies, and get over its indignities and 
faults as merrily as we can — such a one at the 
time seems to our morbid disposition to speak 
heartlessly and coldly, but ten to one if we shan't 
thank him for it after a time. I dare say poor 
little sad Jeannie would at this present moment 
gladly go into a convent if she could, and give up 
almost a life's happiness because one fickle and 
handsome young man has deceived her. But 
present fashion and we who love her are not kind 
enough to let her bury herself alive ; and I have no 
doubt that you and I shall both live to be thanked 
for it For the present, let things go on much the 
same as if nothing had happened. Make a great 

■ 

fuss at the wedding, the more to distract her 
thoughts ; and try to arrange it, so that there is a 
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hurry and bustlo at the end; she will tlien be 
called upon to write letters, order dress-makers, 
make purchases, &c. ; nothing would be more 
effectual. But my dear Miss Wame, remember 
that as so dear a friend of Jeannie^s, no heartier 
welcome will be given to her than to yourselE 
I have heard so much of you from Ross that I 
am very anxious to make your acquaintance. I 
will really take no refusal. 

"Ceoile D'Aumaly Ddnstan." 

When I had read the letter, I took it straight 
to Mrs. Duns tan. She had herself heard from 
Gocile by the same post, and her face wore a 
smile of pleasure which for some weeks I had 
never seen there. 

''Is she not good-natured?'' she said, as I 
entered, '' and so clever too I Do you not think 
she is right, Chatty?" 

" I have not the least doubt of it." 

" And now we must be very cunning," ob- 
served Mrs. Dunstan, reflectively; ''we must 
not tell her that we have heard from Cocile; 

VOL. n. N 
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that would spoil all at once ; and we had better 
begin the preparations at once. I wish I could 
make up my mind, Chatty, as to whether white 
satin would be better than anything else ?" 

I was thinking of Jeannie, and looked up with 
a vague expression of surprise. 

*^For the wedding dress," Mrs. Dunstan con- 
tinued, blushing slightly ; ** you must really talk 
these things over with me now. Chatty; I have 
no one but you to look to for advice, you know 1" 

" I will do my best," I replied, consolingly, 
*^ but I am not much of a connoisseur with regard 
to such things." 

Mrs. Dunstan sighed. 

" She knew so well," she said, as if to herself, 
and with something like a regretful voice. 

At that moment Jeannie entered from the 
garden with noiseless step ; a different expression 
passed over the mother's face. 

"I wish I could forgive her," she exclaimed, 
in an under tone, "but when I see my child I 
feel as if I never, never could." 

Tears filled her eyes, and she left the room. 
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I fulfilled my promise to Ross, and wrote often, 
Alas ! my letters were sad ones, but he was very 
grateful for them. At first he answered me in a 
curt, business-like way, never alluding to his 
personal feelings, and expressing both his anxiety 
and his gratitude in a shy, formal manner, which 
bore no resemblance to the frank openness with 
which he had of late treated me. But after the 
few first times this wore off, and he wrote as he 
spoke — eloquently, earnestly, and with a deep 
manly feeling. I have those letters now, and I 
value them as much as I did then. The paper 
is somewhat yellow and the ink somewhat pale 
from the effects of time, but the clear, firm cha- 
racters stand out with the same distinctness, and 
the grave, vivid sentences speak to my heart the 
same fervent and tender story. Noble-hearted, 
generous Rossi And not utterly in vain were 
opened before me the pages of that revelation. 



N 2 
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CHAPTER XLIX. 

Cecile'b advice was acted upon to the very letter. 
The day for the wedduig was fixed^ and the ulti- 
mate arrangements made. Jeannie listened to 
all with meek acquiescence; she said nothing, 
but I could see that it was an infinite relief 
to her to be taken no notice of, and to be 
allowed to go on in her own quiet way. But 
she was taken notice of; anxious eyes followed 
her most trifling movement, and watched every 
passing expression of her pale face. We could 
not persuade ourselves that she began to improve ; 
but it was something to have Cecile to rely upon, 
and faith in her gave Mrs. Dunstan an unwonted 
cheerfulness to begin preparations for the event 
of her marriage. And now began a series of 
excitements and unceasing occupations for a 
greater part of the inhabitants of our quiet, old- 



BT THE SEA. ' 181 

fashioned Ingham. It would be in vain for my 
poor pen to attempt a description of what was 
at once so costly, so regal, so gorgeous. I will 
only say that however bad or good the taste 
therein displayed might have been, the effect was 
dazzling, and never before in the recollection of 
Ingham chroniclers had such a sight been seen 
before. For forty-eight hours it was one universal 
gala scene. Bonfires blazed, fireworks glittered, 
bands played, champagne frothed, children feasted, 
flags streamed, bells rang. An unaccoimtable 
humour came over Mrs. Dunstan, partly of extra- 
vagance, partly of vanity, partly of charitableness. 
The rich revelled, but the poor were not forgotten : 
old men had dinners, and Sunday-school children 
frocks. Every one in Ingham Helmsley seemed 
to have part and lot in the *^ great lady's wedding," 
as it was termed ; every eye sparkled, every 
heart was glad but one — ^Poor Jeannie I Yet she 
was calm, and assisted me whenever I required 
her, with a patience and serenity which I tried 
to believe augured a happier time to come. I 
could see that she was making a great effort to 
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be cheerfdl for Mrs. Danstan's sake^ and I loved 
her all the better as I saw how difficult the task 
was. 

On the morning previous to the marriage 
Cecile's invitation came. We were all sitting 
together^ Mrs. Dtmstan, Jeannie^ and I^ and 
something like a guilty blush mantled my cheek. 
I bent my head over my letter writing and waited 
in suspense. Mrs. Dunstan's memorandum-book 
was laid down on her knees^ and she looked up 
anxiously; Jeannio handed her the letter with 
an imploring look. 

" Oh; mamma, I cannot go," she exclaimed ; 
*' it is kind of her to write, but I should be 
much happier here, indeed I should." 

** She is very amiable, and really wants you, 
poor thing," Mrs. Dunstan urged, hypocritically. 
" I think she would be very vexed at a refusal ; 
but do as you like, dear, I wish you to do exactly 
as you like." 

Jeannie burst into tears, and threw her arms 
around her mother's neck : 

*^ Dear mamma, how good and kind you are I 
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I will try to be happy; I shall be happy, after 
a time ; I feel assured I shall with Chatty. But 
to go there — ^to be obliged to talk, and laugh, and 
go out, and be always putting on an appearance 
of cheerfulness — oh, mamma, I cannot I will 
try to forget everything, and to be your little 
Jeannie again, only let mo remain here." 

Mrs. Dunstan was sorely perplexed. 

" But, dear," she continued, hesitatingly, ** Chatty 
is asked too, you know ; that would make it far 
more pleasant" 

" Forgive me, forgive me, mamma I I know that 
I am ungrateful and self-willed, but I promise, 
oh, mamma, I promise, that if you let mo Remain 
here I will do my utmost to be as I used to be, 
and forget " 

Her voice broke down as she tried to say his 
name; but though the tears still stood on her 
cheeks, she was composed outwardly. 

** I will forget all I I will not cause you grief 
again ; don't cry, mamma, and when you come 
back to England you won't know me, I shall be 
so happy." 
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She half-smiled as she said the last words, and 
kissed Mrs. Dunstan's cheeL It was a seal of 
the compact ; and that day Cecile was writt^i ta 
Park-Lane was no more mentioned, and we took 
hope. The eventful morning dawned brightly 
and cloudlessly ; and smart carriages fall of gay 
ladies thronged the avenues of Helmsley-End 
Hall ; and Mrs. Dunstan waxed nervous, and the 
Count smiled elaborate smiles with his &lse teeth, 
and looked a model of Parisian perfection — ^from 
hb curled moustache to his patent boots; and 
young ladies envied Mrs. Dunstan, and middle- 
aged ladies found hvlt with her, and all wor« 
shipped the Count ; and a multitude of witty 
things, and of things that passed off for being 
witty, were said at the break&st-table ; and old 
gentlemen grew silent over the pasties, and young 
ones talkative over the champagne; and every 
one's voice was hearty as he filled his glass to 
the toast — 

'^ Long life and blessings I Health, wealth, 
and happiness to the Count and Countess de 
Perpinil^ 
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CHAPTER L. 

Jeannie and I aro standing, hand in hand, on 
the terrace of our new home. Fair is the April 
sky above; very fair the violet-scented earth 
around. For the first time since we have ever 
shared one dwelling, we are at peace ; the atmo- 
sphere of the house even is a holiday to our over- 
wrought spirits. Wo ought to be very happy. I 
looked up at Jeannie, but I had no need to 
express the thought which arose within me. 

" I am indeed ungrateful/' she said softly, her 
eyes filling. 

**Yes, you are ungrateful. The least you 
could do to thank a kind Providence for all the 
blessings he showers upon you would be to 
enjoy them.** 
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I gaimaid my hard words by a kiss on her 
pale cheek* 

^^ I know that I ought to do fo. I know how 
greatly I sin, but I cannot conquer memory." 

^* You could not conquer it all at once, but 
you can by d^ees. Listen, Jeannie dear, I 
know how painful the subject is to you, but I 
must speak out this once, and then you shall hear 
me mention his name no more. If Lindsay 
Jocelyn had died— died whilst yet he had only 
proved such as you believed him to be, I 
should not then have condemned your grief — I 
should not have wondered at it; but the case 
is so different He wronged you, wronged you 
shamefully, heartlessly, bitterly ; he showed him- 
self to be alike unworthy of your love or respect, 
much more unworthy of your regret ** 

She started convidsively, and covered her 
face with her hands, in an agony of grief, but 
I had set myself to the task, and did not flinclL 

^^ Is it not a great injustice to yourself to waste 
away your youth and health like this ? It is not 
only an injustice, Jeannie, this is a solemn con- 
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sideration^ but nevertheless a true one^ it is a nn ; 
a sin to Heaven, to those who love yon, and to 
yourself.*' 

"I know it — I know it!** she murmured, 
brokenly, 

** Oh, Jeannie," I exclaimed, with earnestness, 
** I believe no one in the world loves you better 
than myself; hear me, be guided by me — be 
happy. I know how great a sorrow this is to 
you — I know well ; but it is a sorrow that others 
have suffered ; and are there not many sorrows 
heavier than this to be borne in life ? Is not 
remorse greater? Is not an unloving child a 
greater? and do you not think that all these 
afflictions are daily being suffered? and many 
in patience. Would it not be a miserable world 
indeed if every trial brought a broken heart? 
Ah, Jeanniel there is no happier time in an 
existence than that when we have overcome a 
sorrow bravely : the sunshine of Heaven seems to 
fill our hearts ; we feel a gentle pity and love to 
others, and take up, with real thankfulness, each 
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blesdng diat drops at our feet And think how 
braye — how good it is to do tlus, to lift your 
eyes to God and say, * Thy will be done ! '* 

*^ I will try— I win mdeed try." 

**If you try, you will succeed; and when a 
few years have elapsed, and you can look back 
calmly on what has passed, you will be heartQy 
thankful that you haye done so. (jod bless you, 
Jeannie, for that resolution ! (jod ever bless you 
dear!" I said with emotion, and embracing her, 
** You have made me so happy !** 

For a few moments we were both silent, for our 
hearts were too full for words. 

And Jeannie did try. From that day I saw how 
earnest and great was her effort to shake off the 
shackles which so bound her; and her daily con- 
duct was a tacit submission to my words and fulfil- 
ment of her promise. 

I was very glad to be in my home once more ; 
oh, very, very glad! and when Mr. Stirling opened 
his arms wide to receive me, and said how much 
he had wanted me whilst I was away, and when 
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little Ned bounded to receive my embrace, and 
danced for joy, I felt how much I had to be 
thankful for, and how great had been the goodness 
which had led me to say always, even firom the 
time when I was a lonely little child in the 
White House by the Sea — 

" Thou hast taken much, but thou hast given far 
more than I deserve ; let my heart ever overflow 
with love to my fellow-creatures and to Thee!" 

So the spring waned and summer came ; it was 
a quiet and uniform existence, but saving for one 
thing I should have been entirely happy. I used 
to weary in my romantic girlhood of my solitude 
and seclusion ; I fancied that could I once go out 
into the Great Beyond, could I once move in great 
cities and see strange countries and experience 
new excitements, my blissfiilness would be com- 
plete. I never drew visions of such a lot as was 
now mine, uneventful, monotonous and quiet ; but 
I was no longer a day-dreamer. I still felt an 
interest and curiosity in the wide and varied world 
of which, save from books, I knew nothing, but I 
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also felt tliat^ despite the ardour and enthusiasm 
of my temperament, I could be content with the 
goodly heritage God had given me, albeit that 
heritage was one of entire repose and uni- 
formity. 

I said that but for one thing I should have been 
entirely happy. It was so. I could not shut my 
eyes to a truth of which I had daily evidence. 
Jeannie had not learned to forget It was beau- 
tiful to see her gentle steadfastness in the path I 
had pointed out to her ; the Delectable Mountains 
were before her eyes, but a Giant Despair held her. 
heart in bondage. She saw that she had much 
worth living for; she knew that could she over- 
come her sadness, she could give infinitesimal joy 
to those who were most dear to her, and she tried 
hard. But alas ! no bloom returned to the cheek 
that had once been so rounded, no sparkle to the 
eye, no lightness to the step. She moves about 
like a shadow of her former self, and though she 
joins us in conversation with apparent cheerfulness 
I can see that it is only by a great effort What 
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could I say to Ross ? What could I say to the 
Countess ? Those letters were the hardest task of 
the whole week. 

Ross grew terribly anxious ; his quick mind at 
once took in all the meaning of my suggestions 
and half-expressed fears. But the literal sense of 
my words seemed to satisfy Mrs. Dunstan's un- 
penetrating mind (I can never accustom myself to 
her real title) — Jeannie walked out — she read — 
she was cheerful — she wrote to her hopefcdly, too ; 
well might the poor Countess believe when she 
was so anxious to do so. One day, when I was 
writing to Normandy, Mr. Stirling said gravely — 

" My dear child, I do not like that Mrs. Dunstan 
should be longer undeceived." 

His serious voice and manner frightened me; 
I looked up in alarm. 

"I do not think," he continued, in the same 
tones, " that we can help seeing what must come. 
Dr. Lambert is of the same opinion." 

My heart seemed bursting, but I did not speak. 

" It is indeed hard to think that one so young 
should die." 
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^ Oh no I ** I exclaimed with clasped hands 
and streaming eyes^ ^oh no, yon do not mean 
that — ^you cannot — she will not die ! " 

But my companion did not speak^ and I felt that 
it was because he could give no comfort 
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CHAPTER LI. 

But Jeannie did not die ; the grave was not yet to 
close over one so young and so beloved ; and with 
unfeigned gratitude of heart do I record the events 
of the six months which followed on the date of 
my last chapter. 

By the mercy of God I fell ill ; I may truly 
say by the mercy of God, for I believe that my 
illness was the means of saving Jeannie. The 
summer was a very hot and dry one; in the month 
of August I was attacked by fever, and for many 
days my life was in danger. Then, as it were> 
Jeannie was taken out of herself; action called 
forth dormant faculties; present anxiety and 
responsibility weighed down the heavy sorrow 
of her heart till it was felt no more. Night after 
night she watched by my bedside, and forgot every 

VOL. IL 
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care for herself so that she could but wait on me ; 
and it was this very losing sight of her indi- 
viduality that worked the cure. She might pass 
nights without sleep^ and days in unceasing 
activity and wearying services — such nights and 
such days as she had never spent in her life before; 
but only the more eflTectually did this anxious 
watchfulness and wakefulness serve to drive away 
the shadow which hitherto had stood between her 
and all the panorama of life that was passing 
round. 

Nothing could equal her fond tenderness and 
unselfish care for others. Mr. Stirling's comforts 
and little Ned and his sister were not forgotten ; 
all that I had been in the house since poor Ellen's 
deaths now she tried to be. My wishes even were 
anticipated before I had to express them; and 
feeling as she did how necessary she was to me, 
and in fact to all^ she went through the day's 
duties with an air of cheerfulness that from first 
being assumed became habitual. Nor when I at 
length gradually began to recover, did her devo- 
tion and self-abnegation in the least slacken. 
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Release from over anxiety, and weariness from an 
actively employed day, procured her tranquil sleep, 
and freshened her for the next moming's occupa- 
tions. She was content to read to me from my 
favourite authors for hours; and when I grew tired 
of listening, would seat herself by my side and 
gently place her hand in mine, as if to tell me how 
she loved me. Those days of convalescence were 
very happy ones. It was pleasant after so many 
weeks* burning fever to be able to sit by the 
window and look down into the dark shades of the 
shrubberies, and watch little Ned at play amongst 
the green leaves. Then to rest half in sleep, half 
in wakefulness, and hear the child's merry voice 
mingle with the sound of the winds and my 
dreams ; and it was pleasant to dream peacefiilly 
and quietly, after the fearful nightmares of the 
fever, and pleasanter still to wake and find 
Jeannie's eyes looking up to mine with a serene 
light, and Mr. Stirling smiling kindly and joy- 
fully to see me recover. 

The first time that I was able to hold my pen I 
wrote to Ross, and oh with what thankfulness 

2 
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and gladness of heart I could write to him 
now I 

I also wrote to the Countess^ but a line or two 
only; there was no occasion for more; and 
Jeannie's long, affectionate letters were now 
continued. That same morning little Ned was 
brought to me; and I was allowed to have 
the window opened, and feel the fresh air once 
more. 

The child clung to me, and cried for joy. 

« Oh Tatty, darlin' darlin' Tatty, me so glad ; 
me thought you were gone to mamma, and would 
never come again.'' 

My tears wetted the rosy little {ace pressed 
to mine. 

''And you didn't like to think so then; you 
are pleased to see me ?" 

"Yes — yes; and you mustn't go away, ever 
ever I " he exclaimed energetically. 

At this moment Mr. Stirling entered ; he heard 
the last words, and coming up to me, said in 
a low voice— 

''No, you must not. Chatty, I cannot tell 
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you how lonely I felt, when I feared that my 
little girl might be taken from me." 

He stooped, and 'pressed a kiss on my brow, 
and added softly — 

*'Nor how I thank God for her recovery. 
Chatty, you have became necessaxy to me: you 
must never, never leave me now." 

There was a strange tenderness in his voice, 
and an emotion in his manner, that startled me ; 
I tried to answer in my accustomed tone, but 
the words trembled on my lips. 

" You do not understand me, my child. Chatty, 
listen. I have been a solitary man for years^— 
for many, many years ; L have been loved, loved 
fondly, but by one who could not fill up that 
blank in my existence which only a spiritualized 
friendship and free interchange of thought could 
have done; you know this already, and you 
also know that I have not only been solitary at 
home but always; I have had no friends, an 
no society. For this I have had nothing to blame 
but my own heart: I sinned, and in my very 
endeavour to atone for my fault, I incurred the 
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contempt of others. *A fatal circle was drawn 

around me^ and I was entirely diyided from 

society: this did not hurt my feelings, it only 

roused my scorn, and it drove me more into 

the world of my own home and inner resources ; 

but in both these I have been in a great measure 

alone.** 

He drew his arm around me and continued— 

'' At last I am alone no longer. I have found 

what I have needed so much, and God has sent 

to me that for which I might have sought over 

the whole world in vain — a mind alike pure 

and strong — a heart that is worth all the gold 

that was found in the New World«-one on whom 

I can lean, but who will also look up to me in 

all things — one whom my deep love shall render 

happy, and one to whom my love shall not be 

given in vain.** 

Tears of grateful joy and tenderness ran down 
my cheeks, and I could not speak ; but I kissed 
the hand which held my own, and the action 
was understood. Then he drew me to his breast, 
and said in a voice which shook with emotion-— 
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*' And henceforth what has hitherto been 
rendered to God as Duty^ shall be rendered 
in Joy only ; and whatever comes of sorrow, will 
be borne in gratitude, since you wiU be at my 
side to share all." 



I tasted a fresh happiness in this feeling of love 
and fellowship. Oh, how blessed to go through 
life with his strong and pure love shielding me 
as a consecrated banner from all evil! How 
delightful to sit, weak and faint as I was, sup- 
ported by his strong arm, and resting my head 
on his loyal bosom ! Ah, I had need to be thank- 
ful to God. And then to feel that I was enabled 
to minister to his happiness, ay, to feel that I 
was necessary to it ; for had he not said so, and 
was not his word to be credited as the Bible ? 

Those golden, golden autumn days I They are 
pencilled on my heart in a thousand glowing 
colours ; for inner peace and happiness lent a glory 
to each thing, and I moved on like a saint in the 
old pictures, with my feet on earth but my head 
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touched by the light of Heaven. Hours and 
hours were spent in listening to Mr. Stirling's 
voice as he read from some of the grand old 
authors^ or as he spoke to me from the depth 
and richness of his heart and intellect. And 
what a speaking that was! I had not known 
till now but half of the gold which lay in that 
deep mine; now it was brought up and poured 
luxuriously into my thirsty eager mind. But 
sweeter than all to my ears — sweeter even than 
his exalted words of goodness and wisdom — ^it was 
to me to hear him ever and ever call on my 
name, and ever with an increasing fondness and 
gratitude. 



One day Jeannie came into my room with a 
bright sparkle lighting up her eyes; she took 
her old favourite seat by my side^ and laid her 
head on my knees. 

** Chatty," she said, with an effort, "I have 
come to tell you something; I have come to 
say how grateful I am to you for 
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" For being ill," I added, playfully. 

" No," she continued, gravely, ** I mean for 
all the good you have effected for me; do you 
remember the conversation we had the day after 
mamma's wedding? It was on the terrace below, 
and the violets and daffodils were out — ^you must 
remember. Chatty?" 

** I do, dear ; I remember it quite well." 

** And you told me how foolish and wicked it 
WM for me to be so unhappy, and give way to 
recollections of him ;" here her voice quivered, 
and her cheek flushed faintly, ^^and it was all 
your doing that I ever tried to be happy— aJI, 
all," she added, with great earnestness, '^and I 
want to thank you." 

"But," I said, smiling, "I don't think that 
you are indebted to me so much as you suppose. 
Tell me, dear Jeannie, were you happy before 
my illness ? Tou hesitate : I am sure you were 
not. Now listen: when I was ill you had no 
leisure to think over your trouble; your hands 
and mind were occupied from morning to night ; 
a good many nights you had no sleep at all (I 
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know bow much I am indebted to yon, so it is 
useless for you 'to sbake your head)^ and wben 
you did go to rest^ your faculties and frame were 
so overwrougbt tbat you slept soundly^ and woke 
up invigorated* Tour wbole thoughts were filled 
up by your care for me^ and do not you see that 
I said rightly — ^the fever has to be thanked for 
aU "" 

Jeannie looked up with a puzzled fiice. I 
encircled her in my arms, 

<^ Let us not thank the means^ but the cause/ 
I added; solemnly. ^^ God has been very merciful, 
Jeannie, thank Him — ^Him above all; and not 
in joy alone, but also in sorrow, since both are 
sent in Infinite Wisdom, and in Infinite Love." 



I think we owed the first idea to Mr. Long- 
fellow, or to Thomas Hood; for at any rate I 
do not remember anything that called it forth, 
unless it were the Hyperion, or " Up the Rhine," 
which Jeannie read to us on the sea-shore. It 
was the lovely season of autumn, and the hazy 
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Stillness of the calm sea^ and of the scene around^ 
seemed to have fallen over our spirits ; at length 
Jeannie suddenly exclaimed — 

^'Oh^ I should so like to see the Rhine I" and 
closed her book with a half sighu 

" I think it would be a splendid idea ** 

Mr. Stirling seemed to be talking to himself^ 
and Jeannie and I looked up in surprise. 

^' Chatty is somewhat pale yet,** he continued, 
smiling at our perplexity, ^^and Jeannie would 
be freshened up ; yes, it 's a settled thing. Little 
one, get all things ready, and next week we start 
for the Rhine." 

Jeannie clapped her hands in ecstacy, and my 
cheek glowed with pleasure. 

** You both like the proposition ?** 

'* Oh yes, oh yes," we echoed in reply. 

" And so do I. Then we will go. And Chatty 
will see London, and I shall see my old college 
friends, and Jeannie will see Stolzenfels and the 
Liebenstein, and ^peasant girls with deep blue 
eyes,' and we shall all be pleased, and like our 
little quiet Ingham better than ever on our return." 
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So we went; and the clouds having rolled off 
our horizon^ we were all ready to enjoy what 
was novel and striking with hearts of child- 
like eagerness and gratification. But the Rhine 
having become so familiar to every one I will only 
say with regard to it^ and what I have never 
heard said before^ that I was in nowise disap- 
pointed in the expectations I had conceived of 
the ^^ exulting and abounding river^'' neither on 
the contrary will I seek to deny that I did not 
find my anticipation, more than realized. 

At the end of November we returned to Ing- 
ham-Helmsley^ and then things went on in their 
smooth and customary course. Every day Jeannie 
regained healthfulness and spirits; she never men- 
tioned the name of him who had so cruelly 
wronged her, and neither did that of Angelica 
ever escape her lips. A stone and a seal are set 
over the tomb of buried love and buried despair, 
and she goes on in her daily life with a calm 
happiness. 

But she is not the same Jeannie as of old; 
this sorrow and suffering has wrought a change 
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in her^ bat such a change as those who love her 
cannot see with regret They may think perhaps 
with a pang of all that has passed^ to take away 
the youthfal buoyancy and trusting joyousness 
of her nature^ but they must also thinks with a 
grave gladness^ of how much more is gained than 
is lost ; how much more beautiful is the depth 
and earnestness which grief has imparted to her 
character^ than the vivacity and brightness 
which it has taken away. 

She was a child then^ she is a woman now — a 
tUnking, tender, patient woman. If we once 
loved her truly, now we love her even better, 
and worthier ; for we look on her as a friend, and 
as such a friend of whom we have not many. 



Snowdrops and aconites are again springing 
forth. Little Ned has gathered a bunch and 
placed in my vase, for he knows that I expect 
a^visitor ; a bright fire bums in my little sitting 
room, and a chair is placed in readiness by it; 
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I have been teaching Ned his letters^ but some- 
how my thoughts wander from the page to the 
window ever and anon; Jeannie looks expectant 
also^ and has risen frequently to look out; at 
length the sound of wheels is heard. A slight 
blush passes over Jeannie's features as she turns 
to me and says — 

**He is come I" 

She draws back to her seat I descend to meet 
my visitor. 

** Dear Ross^ you are welcome, most welcome ! 
We have been looking for you." 

And Ross, for he it is, shakes me warmly by 
the hand, his eye kindling at my hearty words. 
He is almost unchanged since last we saw him, 
only there is an expression of repose in the dark 
quick eyes which is foreign, and though the in- 
tellectual brow is pale, over which the black hair 
hangs so luxuriantly, the paleness is not as pain- 
ful as it formerly was. It looks less like the 
paleness of an habitually excited, restless mind, 
than the indication of a thoughtftd and grave 
temperament 
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After taking off his wrappers^ he follows me 
up-stairs, 

** She is changed?" he said hesitatingly, as we 
reached the door. 

'*You shall judge for yourself. I promised 
you that I would not ask you to come till the 
visit would awaken no old animosities ; you shall 
see how I have kept it** 

''And she never knew; you never told her 
of " 

''Your love? Oh no. She may be nervous 
at first meeting you, for your presence must recall 
mafiy unhappy things, but that is all. I believe she 
will be pleased to see you after that is over. Enter.*' 

We go in. Jeannie rises to greet him with 
a quiet womanly grace, and though her colour 
heightens at first, she is perfectly composed. The 
evening passes pleasantly and without constraint 
Little Ned sits quite silent on my knees, awed 
into an unusual quietness by Ross's impressive 
and eloquent speaking. And he is wonderfully 
eloquent to-night A great parliamentary ques- 
tion at this period agitated the nation — a question 



208 THE WHITE HOUSE 

involving much English honour, and a£Pectiiig the 
opinions of every class and every individuaL On 
the side of true uprightness and patriotism stood 
Ross, and his eye glowed with an energy and 
enthusiasm of truth, and his words burned and 
sparkled with the soul of a true English gentle- 
man, as he spoke. Every now and then I saw 
him gaze earnestly at Jeannie. She sat in a 
shaded comer, bending over her work, and appa- 
rently an uninterested listener; but at times I 
saw her eyes were raised firom her employment 
and followed Ross with an unwonted brightness, 
and once, when he was most eloquent, they were 
filled with tears ; the light fell partially over her 
fair face, but enough to demonstrate the sweetness 
and earnestness which characterized it When 
the evening was nearly over, I touched Ross's 
arm lightly and whispered — 

" You confess that she is changed?'' 

" Oh yes. Greatly." 

'* And the change ?" 

"Has left nothing to desire. The marble is 
finished to a perfect statue." 



BT THE SEA. 209 

His eyes rested on her softly and reflectively, 

" She is worthy of you," I said in a low voice, 
and looked up into his face. 

It was turned away. 

" Perhaps you have changed also ? " 

"Do you think I am one to change often?" 
he asked, with his old sarcastic smile. 

" Pardon me. I only jested. No, you will 
be very happy." 

" My dear, kind friend, bless you for saying so. 
But " 

" But what? you put me out of patience." 

" Perhaps she will never love me." 

"There — ^there again; I have a good mind 
to banish you from the house at once. One 
thing, do you not believe a woman more capable 
to read another's heart than one of the other sex?" 

" Why, I think so." 

" And I am sure of it. I do not believe Jeannie 

« 

could help loving you. What do you say to that, 
sir?" 

" You are the kindest, and wisest, and dearest 
little woman in the world 1" 

VOL. n. P 



210 THE WHITE HOUSE 

"I thought SO," I answered, smiling saucily; 
"and I believe you are the most misanthropical and 
cynical Timon that a woman ever scolded. Well, 
allons : it is all settled and now everything is to 
go on smoothly," 



, **Why so happy, my darling? you are quite 
radiant. Has Mrs. Burroughs abjured the black 
bottle, or have you beaten Dr. Lambert in an 
argument?" 

"No, but I am very happy, and with cause. 
Come and see." 

So saying, I drew him to the window and 
pointed out significantly. There were two figures 
on the smooth, green lawn; one manly and 
strong, and bending over the other, which was 
slender and graceful. The man was talking 
earnestly, and the girl was listening with a down- 
cast but happy face. 

" Well, and what of that?" 

"My dear, stupid husband, does that suggest 
nothing?^* 
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I looked up archly in his face^ and he stooped 
down and kissed me lovingly. 

'^ Why^ I think it does suggest something after 
all^** said the hypocritical dissembler, smiling. 
"Why, I think it does suggest sOMBTHiNa after 
all." 



And one day — one laughing, sparkling June 
day — we stood on the terrace together, my husband 
and I, and both felt that for a time somewhat from 
the brightness of home had been taken away. We 
were very sad that day, and yet our sadness was 
mixed with deep joy. At length Ross's brave, 
constant heart had received its fitting reward ; at 
length a gentle nature had found its proper resting 
place. God's blessing fall on bothl And then 
the usual routine of our quiet life went on again ; 
quiet but with a quiet that varied, even as the sea 
around us, which is the same always, but reflects 
myriads of shadows; and though some of these may 
* be of liumblo fisliing boats, and children's forms, 
yet at times it is moved to awful grandeur and 
magnificence. 

V 2 
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Little Ned and his sister grow daily in grace 
and stature; Mr. Bean often loses himself in grand 
philosophical speculations at our fireside; Dr. 
Lambert and I have many a long dialogue upon 
human nature and sociology in general; the 
Countess Perpini is gay^ and rich, and happy; 
old Mr. Binnie may still be seen in the streets of 
Ingham wending his way to the Library which 
was the Paradise of my childhood — patience, oh, 
kind reader, for one more fytte of this story of 
my life ; and then, farewell ! 
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CHAPTER LI. 



'* After long years." — ^Btboit. 



The White House by the Sea is no longer 
haunted by living form, or human voice. The 
shutters are closed ; the little garden choked with 
weeds, and the wooden palings broken down with 
age and neglect Since my father died, no one 
ventured to brave the sharp winds, and barren 
isolated situation, and the sea-gulls are free to 
screech over its chimneys at will : over the garden 
path, where his step trod heavily, and his eye 
wandered in later times watching for his friend, 
now the brown grass grows, and around all there 
was an air of loneliness and ruin, an air as of — 

'* A dwelling-place, and yet no habitation ; 
A house, but under some prodigious ban 
Of exconununicatioD." 
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And this sense of home where home was no more ; 
of a story told, and of a scroll folded hy the hands 
of Time weighed upon the spirit with a heavy 
sadness. 

Sitting on a stone bench, among the scenes 
where I dreamed the sweet dream of my yoath, 
I recited to two earnest listeners, the story of my 
childhood ; and the boy nestled closer to me, 
and little Ellen's large blue eyes filled with tears 
as I proceeded. 

It was a changeful, capricious day in autumn ; 
just such a day as that on which this history 
begins. The sky is alternately overcast and glow- 
ing; the waves moan, with a restive suspicious 
sound, and ever and anon the wind rises forbod- 
ingly. Only one boat is seen, and the fishing- 
smacks lie idly on the beach. Strangely and 
strongly, recalled by the associations of time and 
place, my memory pictured a day's occurrence 
of " many and many a year ago," but which had 
never been wholly forgotten. From the circum- 
stance of that day had arisen I knew not how, 
much of succeeding happiness and succeeding 
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* sorrow, and each had taught me their grave 
lesson : the blissftdness and the grief were alike 
faded now, but the lesson remained. And then 
came back a host of long hushed recollections, and 
as my little companions prattled gaily on, in the 
walk home, I fell into a reverie. 

*^ It is very fine, and the sun isn't down yet 
Just one little hide-and-seek, mamma dear, before 
we go in?" 

*^ Do, do, mamma darling I and I promise not 
to catch cold — I won't, I won't!" echoed little 
Nelly, pleadingly. " And papa will hide — won't 
papa?" added Nelly making a violent attack upon 
papa's coat, as he came to meet us. 

"And mamma will help to find!" continued 
Ned. 

" No, mamma is tired ; but off with you, 
and don't quite tear papa to pieces. A kiss? 
well, one then — there's a good child. Good- 
bye." 

They bounded off, and I entered the house, A 
golden flood of sunset filled my little room ; and 
taking off my bonnet and shawl, I paused to look 
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upon the effdlgent reflections apon the sea in the 
distance. 

As I did so I felt a hand laid on my arm^ and 
starting violently I looked round. 

A tall^ dark figure stands before me ; a figure 
that seemed like a shadow from a buried world, a 
figure that recalls mixed feelings of contempt, 
and disgust, and pity. Yet no, it cannot be. I 
am dreaming, dreaming only. 

The man that I remember was vigorous, and 
young, and handsome, in the prime of early man- 
hood, and in the strength and robustness of health, 
and hopefulness. The man that I see before me 
is of tall stature, but of a stature from whence the 
gracefulness and ease is gone; he stoops in his 
carriage, and his cheek is pale and sunken : the 
bright locks which waved with so much beauty 
over the white forehead are now long and ne- 
glected; and the handsome lip is shaded with a 
dark and careless moustache. 

Yet I do not dream. In spite of the work of 
time and change, in spite of the wreck which I see, 
and of the glorious form which I remember ; in 
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spite of the hollow cheeks^ and loose slovenliness 
of the habiliments, I cannot be mistaken. Invo- 
luntarily my lips move, and I utter a familiar but 
long unspoken name. 

^^ Lindsay, Lindsay Jocelyn 1 " 

I shudder as the words escape me, and draw 
back. 

** Chatty," said the voice whose sweetness had 
been the music of my youth, " Chatty, stay ; I 
entreat you, stay, and listen for one moment 
You loathe me, you hate my presence ? Ah, you 
have cause to do so, but in pity speak to me." 

The voice was broken with emotion, and I 
relented. 

^* You have been forgiven long since," I said, 
calmly but coldly, " why have you come here ? 
All, all the wrong you inflicted, and the sorrow 
you occasioned, is alike a thing past and forgiven. 
Let it be forgotten also." I would have gone, but 
he clasped his hands in an act of supplication, and 
exclaimed — 

" Oh, do not go, do not send me away thus I 
Chatty, hear me. For Heaven's sake — for the 
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sake of the promise you once made me^ hear 
me I" 

I retraced my steps, and stood before him* 
Then, retreating a few paces, he folded his arms 
and said humbly — 

*' Chatty, hear me I Had I listened to you years 
ago, when you bravely and generously stood 
between me and my evil passions, I should have 
now been an innocent and a happy man« But 
I did not; and for the fair portion of God's 
giving which I threw away, I have sowed in 
sin, and reaped in sorrow illimitable. You 
wonder why I am come here to disturb your 
peace by recalling that which is better to be 
entirely forgotten; but. Chatty, hear me. You 
promised me that you would be a friend always ; 
and unworthy, treacherous, cowardly as I have 
been, I still ask you to keep your promise. 
By my belief in the existence of an all-wise God, 
by all that I hold sacred in this world, by my 
assurance of a future state after death, I solemnly 
swear to you that I repent 1" 

Ilis head drooped in an attitude of contrition 
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and humility on his breast^ and his voice shook 
with emotion. 

" I repent of all the evil that I have done ; not 
only have I repented in the solitude of my hearty 
but also at the foot of God. I have knelt in 
sadness^ and loneliness^ and in tears^ like a little 
child^ and prayed for pardon and for strength." 

I was softened now, and touching his arm, said 
gently— 

**It will be given you, and you may yet be 
honoured and happy." 

** Oh," he continued, " I have come many, many 
miles to tell you this, and to hear you call me 
friend once more. Heaven bless you ! and if in 
the future there are any peaceful days for me, to 
you I shall owe them all; it was the remem- 
brance of your' generous friendship which first 
led me to despise myself, and then to long 
for better things. My heart returned to you, 
as if to a sister, and I said to myself, — If no one 
else in England will welcome the return of a 
sinfiil but penitent man she will 1 Chatty, do not 
let me be deceived ; if I have sinned it was not 
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without a great temptation^ and mj sin has been 
followed with its punishment*' 

I held out both hands to him, but could not 
speak for the tears which rushed to my ejes. 
He did not retreat now^ and stood erect before 
me* 

^^Tou told me once that our Fate is in our 
own hands, and now I thank jou for your words 
and believe them. Tou have done me incalcu- 
lable benefit, and I can only invoke the blessings 
of Heaven to fall upon you. Dear, dear friend^ 
ferewelll'' 

He leaned forward, and pressed his lips upon 
my brow. 

*' And your future ? " I asked, as he turned to 
go. 

'^ For me? I have come back to find myself a 
stranger among those who knew me ; and in my 
calling, they that I left boys have become men, 
and are far, far before me. I cannot put my hand 
again to the plough from which I looked back. 
No I England's children are now called to arms, in 
defence of her rights, and in that cause I may yet 
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win honour." He paused, and then added, " I go 
to the East If I live, I may still prove worthy 
of your friendship ; if I fall, I shall at least die 
gloriously. Teach your innocent little children tg 
pray for me. Farewell, farewell 1 " 

His step died away in the distance. From 
the open window came the sound of joyous voices 
among the shrubberies, around me were a thou- 
sand signs of the love and happiness of home. 
Tears of thankfulness streamed down my cheeks, 
and I thanked God that I had not been utterly 
useless to those I loved. 



THE END. 
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well as their peculiar and general feeling 
towards the Feringees." — Olobe. 



As an autobiography the book is very 
curious. It bears the strongest resemblance 
to Oil Bias of anything we have ever read.*' — 
Spectator. 

" Read fifty volumes of travel, and a thou- 
sand imitations of the oriental novel, and yon 
will not get the flavour of Eastern life, and 
thought, or the zest of its romance so perfectly 
as in Lutfullah's book. It is readable, 
instructive, and entertaining." — Leader. 

" A treasure as well as a rarity in litera- 
ture." — Eclectic Review. 



III. 



Victoria, and the Australian Gold Mines, in 

1857 ; with Notes on the Overland Route. By WiL- 

LIA.M WeSTGARTH. 



Post 8yo, with Maps, 
"Mr. Westgarth has produced a reliable 
and readable book well stocked with informa- 
tion, and pleasantly interspersed with inci- 
dents of travel and views of colonial life. It is 
clear, sensible, and suggestive."— ^</i«»ce«m. 
"A lively account of the most wonderful 
bit of colonial experience that the world's 
history has furnished." — Examiner. 

" We thhik Mr. West^arth's book much the 
best which has appeared on Australia since 
the great crisis in its history." — Saturday 
Review. 



price lOs. 6rf., cloth. 

** A rational vigorous, illustrative report 
upon the progress of the greatest colony in 
Australia." — Leader. 

"The volume contains a large amount of 
statistical and practical information relating 
to YlctoriBk.**— Spectator. 

" To those who refer to these pages fbr 
solid and guiding information, they will prove 
most valuable." — Olobe. 

*' The best book on the subiject. — CrUie. 



IV. 



T?ie Sea Officers Manual; being a Com- 
pendium of the Duties of a Commander; First, Second, 
Tliird, and Fourth Officer; Officer of the Watch; and 
Midshipman in the Mercantile Navy, By Captain A. 
Parish, of the East India Merchant Service. 

Small Post 8uo, price bs. cloth. 



"A very lucid and compendious manual. 
We would recommend youths intent upon a 
BeMfsrittg lifB to study It.**— Attienceum. _ 



"A little book that ought to be in greet 
request among young seamen."— £!jrafntfn«r. 



SMITH, ELDER & CO. 



NEW PUBLICATIONS— confenwd. 



V. 



TTie Life and Correspondence of Sir John 

Malcolm, G.CB. By John William Kate. 

Two Volumes, 8vo, With Portrait. Price 36*. cloth. 



" The biography is replete with interest 
and information, deserving to be pemsed by 
the student of Indian history, and sure to re- 
commend itself to the general reader." — 
Athenceum. 

" One of the most interesting of the recent 
bipgraphies of our great Indian statesmen."— 
NcUional Review, 



**This book desenres to i>articii)ate in the 
popularity which it was the good fortune of 
Sir John Malcolm to enjoy." — Edinburgh 
Review. 

** Mr. Eaye has used his materials well, and 
has written an interesting narrative, copiously 
illustrated with valuable documents."— iS!ir- 
aminer. 



VI. 



Third Series of Sermons. 

By the late Rev. Fred. W. Robertson, .A.M., Incumbent 
of Trinity Chapel, Brighton. 

Second Edition^ Post 8vo, with Portrait, price 9«. chth. 
First Series — Third Editibn, Post 8uo, price 9*. cloth. 
Second Series — Third Edition, price 9«. cloth. 



" Very beautiful in feeling and occasionally 
striking and forcible in conception to a re- 
markable degree." — Guardian. 

**Mr. Robertson, of Brighton, is a name 
fiuniliar to most of us, and honoured by all to 
whom it is fieuuiliar."— &to&e. 



"These sermons are ftill of thought and 
beauty. There is not a sermon in the series 
that does not fomish evidence of originality 
without extravagance, of discrimination with- 
out tediousness, and of piety without cant or 
conventionalism." — British Quarterly. 



Til. 



Antiquities of Kertch, and Researches in the 

Cimmerian Bosphorus. By Duncan McPherson, M.D., 
of the Madras Army, r.R.G.S.,M.A.L, Inspector-General 
of Hospitals, Turkish Contingent 

Imperial Quarto, with Fourteen Plates and numerous Illustrations, including 
Eight Coloured Fac- Similes of Belies of Antique Art, price Two Guineas. 



" It is a volume which deserves the careful 
attention of every student of classical antiquity. 
No one can £ail to be pleased with a volume 
which has so much to attract the eye and 
to gratify the love of beauty and elegance in 



design The volume is got 

up with great care and taste, and forms one of 
the handsomest works that have recently 
issued from the English Freaa."— Saturday 
Review. 



VIII. 



TTie Militiaman at Home and Abroad ; being 

the History of a Militia Regiment. 

With Two Etchings, by JoB.^ Leech. Post 8w, 95. cloth. 



'* The author is humorous without being 
wilfally smart, sarcastic without bitterness, 
and shrewd without parading his knowledge 
and power of observation."— .fi!2rpre«r. 



" We have before us the remarks and obser- 
vations of an intelligent voaxx"— Economist. 

** Very amusing, and conveying an impression 
of faithfulness."— iVo^ionaJ Review. 



IX. 



The Principles of Agriculture ; especially 

Tropical, By P. Lovell rniLLiPS, M.D. 

Demy 8ro, price 7s. 6c?. cloth. 
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WORKS PUBLISHED BY 



WORKS OF MR. RUSKIN. 

I. 



The Elements of Drawing. 

By John Kubkin^ M.A. 



Second Edition. Crown Svo, With Illuatrationa drawn by the Author, Price 

Is. 6d, cloth. 



** The rnlefi are clearly and fUUy laid down ( 
and the earlier cxerciiieH always conducive to 
the end by ftrnple and uiiembarraiiinK meiihi. 
. . . . To bo entertaining in a great gift 
in a writer. Tbii gift Mr. Uuiilcin poNteiieii 

{>re-eminently. Tlie who:e voltune u full of 
iyeUne»»."~ Spectator. 

** We cloie tliin book with a feeling that, 
though nothing luiMsrtedei a master, yet ttiat 
no itudent of art Mtiould launc^i forth without 
thia woric m a conipaMii." — Athenceum. 

" It will be found not only an invaluable 
acquiiitiou to the Htudeut, but agreeable and 



intitructive reading tor any one who wiahea to 
refine hiN perceptiuiu of natural scenery, and 
of its wortliieat artistic represoDtationa."— 
JSconorniat. 

" Tlie rules and illustrations will be fiimiMl 
to be unusually concise, pertinent, and avail- 
able .... Original as this treatise if, 
it cannot fail to be at once Instructive and aiif • 
gesllve."— Ai/(trari^ Oatette, 

*' The most uneful and practical boolc on 
tlie subject which has ever come under ov 
notice."— yv«i#. 



II. 



Modern Painters^ Vol. IV. On Mountain 

Beauty, 

Imperial 8i^o, with Thirtij'five Illuatrationa engraved on Steely and 116 
Woodcuts f drawn by tlie Author ^ price 21, \0s, cloth. 



** Considered as an illustrated volume, this 
is the most remarkable which Mr. Kuskin 
has yet issued. The plates and woodcuts are 
profUse, and include numerous drawings of 
mountain form by the author, which prove 
Mr. KuNkin to be essentially an artist. Keen 
sight, keen feeling, and keen power of ex- 
pression are the qualities which go to the 
making of an artist, and all these Mr. Kuskin 
possesses. Jle adds to them a peculiarly subtle 
turn tor theory. Investigation and exposition. 
Tills combination makes him an unique man, 
both among artists and writers." — Spectator. 

" The present volume of Mr. ituskin's 
elaborate work treats chiefly of mountain 
scenery, and discusses at length tlie principles 



involved in the pleasure we derive from 
mountains and their pictorial repreaentirttoB. 
The author is more philosophical and less 
critical than before. Mr. Kuskin occapiM 
a peculiar position as a writer. He eoni< 
pels his most vehement adversaries to ad- 
mire even while tliey dissent. Tiie singakr 
beauty of his style, the hearty sympathy wMi 
all forms of natural loveliness, the proftiiifla 
of his illustrations, and above all the eameU 
denunciation of cant, form irresistible attraa- 
tions. You may quarrel with the critic, tat 
you cannot fail to admire Uie writer and re- 
spect the man. High thoughts, clotlied in 
eloquent language, are the characteristict of 
Mr. Ituskin's prodttctioni.**— /)a</y H^etes. 



III. 



Modern Painters, Vol. III. Of Many Things. 

With Eighteen Illustrations drawn by the Author , and engraved on Steely 

price 38s, cloth. 



I 



" This book may be taken up with equal 
pleasure whether the ratular be acquainted 
or not Willi tlu) iireviou.i voluinos, and no 
special artistic cultun! is iicccHMury in order 
to enjoy its excc.llcnci's or profit by its sug- 
gestions. Kvcry one who cares ulxjut nature, 
or poetry, or the story of human development 
—every one who has a tinge of literature or 

tdiilosophy, will And something that is for him 
n this volume." — Weatmimter lUvieto. 

** Mr. ituskin's third volume of * Modem 
Painters' will be hailed witli interest and 
curiosity, if not with submissive attention, 

by the Art-world of England Mr. 

Ituskin is in possession of a clear and pene- 
trating mind ( he U undeniably practical in his 
fundamental ideas ; full of U\e deepest reve- 



rence for all that appears to hbn beantlfti] and 
holy, and, though owning to very strong 
preferences, founding those preferences on 

reason ills stvle is, as usual, clear, 

bold, and racy. Mr. ituskin is one of the first 
writers of the day." — Kconomiit. 

*' The present volume, viewed as a literary 
achievement, is the hi^^iest and most strik- 
ing evidence of the autlior's abilltlea thai 
has yet been published. It shows th« ma- 
turity of his powers of thought, and the per- 
fection of his grace of style."— '/r«dkl«r. 

'* All, it is to be hoped, will read the book 
for themselves. The/will find it well worth 
a careful perusal. TtiU third volume folly 
realizes the expectations we had ibrmed of 
\i"— Saturday lievUuf, 



SMITH, ELDER & CO. 



WORKS OF MR. RTISKm— continued. 

IV. 

Modern Painters. Vols. I. and II. 

Imp, 8vo., Vol /., 5th Edit, 18«. cloth. Vol IL, 4th Edit., lOs, 6d. cloth. 



" Mr. Raskin's work will send the painter 
more than ever to the study of nature ; will 
tnUn men who have always been delighted 
spectators of nature, to be also attentive ob- 
servers. Our critics will learn to admire, and 
mere admirers will learn how to criticise : 
ttins a public will be educated." — BlaciwoocPs 
MitgoHne. 



" A generous and impassioned review of the 
works of living painters. A hearty and earnest 
work, full of deep thought, and developing 
great and striking truths in art." — BritUh 
Quarterly Review. 

" A very extraordinary and delightful book, 
full of truth and goodness, of power and 
beauty."— JVor^A BritUh Beneto. 



V. 



The Stones of Venice. 



New complete in Three Volume, Imperial 8»o, with Fifty-three Plates and 
numerous Woodcuts, drawn by the Author, Price 5l, 1 5s. Qd,, in embossed 
cloth, with top edge gilt, 

EACH VOLUME HAY BE HAD SEPASATELT. 

Vol. L the FOUNDATIONS, with 21 Plates, price 2/. 2s. 
Vol. n. THE SEA STORIES, with 20 Plates, price 2/. 2s. 
Vol. m. THE FALL, with 12 Plates, price ll Us. 6d. 



** This book is one which, perhaps, no other 
man could have written, and one for which 
the world ought to be and will be thankful. It 
is in the highest degree eloquent, acute, stimu- 
lating to thought, and fertile in suggestion. 
It shows a power of practical criticism which, 
when fixed on a definite object, nothing ab- 
surd or evil can withstand ; and a power of 
Appreciation which has restored treasures of 
beauty to mankind. It will, we are con- 
vinced, elevate taste and intellect, raise the 
tone of moral feeling, kindle benevolence to- 
wards men, and increase the love and fear of 
Qi0d."—7Hmes. 

" The • Stones of Venice' is the production 
of an earnest, religious, progressive, and in- 



formed mind. The author of this essay on 
architecture has condensed into it f^ poetic ap- 
prehension, the fruit of awe of God, and 
delight in nature ; a knowledge, love, and 
just estimate of art ; a holding fast to fact and 
repudiation of hearsay; an historic breadth, 
and a fearless challenge of existing social prob- 
lems, whose union we know not where to find 
paralleled." — Spectator. 

" No one who has visited Venice can read 
this book without having a richer glow 
thrown over his remembrances of that city, 
and for those who have not, Mr. Ruskin paints 
it with a firmness of outline and vividness of 
colouring that will bring it before the imagi- 
nation with the force of reality."— i^Y. Oae. 



VI. 



The Seven Lamps of Architecture. 



Second Edition, with Fourteen Plates drawn by the Author, Imperial 8t;o, 

price \l \s, cloth. 



"By the 'Seven Lamps of Architecture,* 
we understand Mr. Ruskin to mean the seven 
fundamental and cardinal laws, the observance 
of and obedience to which are indispensable 
to the architect, who would deserve the name. 
The politician, the moralist, the divine, will 
find in it ample store of instructive matter, as 
well as the artist. The author of this work 
belongs to a class of thinkers of whom we have 
too few among us." — Examiner. 



*' Mr. Ruskin's book bears so unmistakeably 
the marks of keen and accurate observation, 
of a true and subtle judgment and refined 
sense of beauty, joined with so much earnest- 
ness, so noble a sense of the pmposes and 
business of art, and such a command of rich 
and glowing language, that it cannot but tell 
powerfully in producing a more religious 
view of the uses of architecture, and a deeper 
insight into its artistic principles." — Ouardian. 
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WORKS PUBLISHED BY 



WORKS OF MR. RVSKlS—contintud. 

▼II, 

Lectures on Architecture and Painting. 

With Fourteen Cuts drawn by the Author. Second Edition, Crown Svo, 

price 8«. 6</. cloth. 



** Mr. Rntkin*! Lectures— eloquent, ipraphlc, 
and impMiloned— exiKHiing and ridicalinff 
lome of the rices o( our present iystem of 
bunding, and exciting liis hearers by strong 
motires of duty and pleasure to attend to 
architecture — are very surccssftil; and, like 
hif former works, will cmimand public atten* 
tion. Ills style is terse, vlf^onms, and spark- 
ling, and his book is both animated and attrac- 
tive.'*— i?c<momi«< . 

" We conceive it to be impossible ttiat any 



intelligent persons could listen to the lec- 
tures, however they might differ from ttat 
Judgments assorted, and from the general pro- 
positions laid down, without an eievatlog fn- 
Duence and an aroused enthnstesm, whldi are 
often more fruitftil in prodndng true tMto 
and correct views of art than the aonndeat 
historical generalizations and the nsoet learned 
technical criticism in which the heart and the 
senses own no interest.'*— /GT^pecfo^or. 



VIII. 



Examples of the Architecture of Venice, 

Selected and Drawn to Measurement from the Edifices, 

In Parts of Folio Imperial nize^ each containing Five Plates^ and a short 

Explanatory Text^ price 1 1, Is. each, 

I'AKTB I. TO III. AHE PUBLISHED. 

Fifty India Proofs only are taken on Atlas Folio^ price 2/. 2#, eacA Part, 

IX. 

Notes on the Principal Pictures at the Royal 

Academy y Sfc. No. llLy 1857. 

Second Edition^ with Postscript, 8&o, price One Shilling, 



L 



Pre-jRaphaelitism. 



SvOt 2s, sewed. 



"We wish that this pamphlet might be I lected from it which Is very important to 
largely read by our art-patrons, and studied remember."— (7tiarcf ton. 
by our art-critics. There is much to be col- | 

XI. 

The Opening of the Crystal Palace; Considered 

in some of its relatione to the Prospects of A rt, 

SvOf price Is. sewed. 



" An earnest and eloquent appeal for the 
preservation of the ancient monuments of 
Gothic arcliitccture. "—ii'ncr/i^A Churchman. 



" A wholesome and much needed protest.**- 
Leader. 



XII. 

The King of the Golden River ; or, the Black 

Brothers, 
Third Edition^ with 22 lUustrations by Kichard Dotlb. Price 2s, 6dL 

** This little fairy tale is by a master hand, to say which it will give most pleasure to, the 
Tlie story has a charming moral, and the very wise man or the very shmple ehikL"--* 
writing is so excellent, that it would be hard Examiner. 



SMITH, ELDER & CO. 



RECENT WORKS. 
Annals of British Legislation, a Classified 

Summary of Parliamentary Papers, Edited by Pko- 
FESSOR Leone Leyi. 

The Yearly Issue will consist of 1000 pages super royal 8vo, the gub- 
Bcription for which is Two Guineas, payable in advance. The successiye 
parts will be delivered post free, and to subscribers only. 

THE EIGHTEENTH PAKT IS JUST ISSUED. 



** A series that, if it be always managed as 
It is now by Professor Levi, will last as long 
aa there remains a legislature in Great Bri- 
tain."— ^aramtner. 

** It would not be easy to over-estimate the 
utility of Professor Levi's serial. It has the 



merit of being an excellent idea zealously 
carried out."— Athenceum. 

" We cannot imagine a more truly valuable 
and nationally important work than this. It 
is impossible to over-estimate its useftUneas." — 
Civil Service Ocuette, 



Life and Sermons of Tauler. 

Translated from the German, with Notices of Tauler's 
Life and Times, by Miss Susanna Winkworth. And 
a Preface by the Rev. Chakles Kingslet. 

Small 4to, Printed on Tinted Paper, and bound in antique style, with red edges, 

suitable for a Present. Price I5s. 



" No difference of opinion can be felt as to 
the intrinsic value of these sermons, or the 
general interest attaching to this book." — 
AthencBum. 



A deeply interesting life of Tauler, giving 
us his sermons, tastefully and vigorously trans- 
lated.'* — Guardian, 



A Visit to Salt Lake ; being a Journey across 

the Plains to the Mormon Settlements at Utah. By 
William Chandless. 

Post 8vo, with a Map, price 9«. cloth. 



" At length we have an English writer who 
has been to Salt Lake, and tells us all about 
it: he pledges his word to the accuracy of 
every conversation and every incident in his 



book. It has impressed us with the conviction 
that this strtoge heresy and schism of the 
nineteenth century has a stronger vitality thui 
we had previously dreamt." — Atltenoeum, 



Papers of the late Lord Metcalfe. 

Selected and Edited by J. W. Kate. 

Demy Svo, price I6s. chih. 



" We commend this volume to all persons 
who like to study state papers, in which the 
practical sense of a man of the world is joined 



to the speculative sagacity of a philosophical 
statesman. No Indian library should to witii- 
out it."— Presi. 



The Political Life of Sir Robert Peel. 

By Thomas Doubledat. 

Two Volumes,, Crown 8uo, price 30*. cloth. 



" This biography is a work of great merit, 
conscientiously prepared, pUdn, clear, and 
practically interesting. The statesman's cha- 



racter and public acts are analysed in the 
spirit neither of a detractor nor of a 
panegyrist ."—Leader. 



The European Revolutions of 1848. 

By Edwakd Caylet. 

Two Volumes, Crown Svo, price ISs, chih. 



** Mr. Cayley has produced a book which, so 
far fi*om having been yet superseded, has not 
at present even a competitor. It is valuable 



for two qualitie8~-4he sturdy oomm(m ense 
and pleasant humour of the author. It Is also 
in the main practical and sound." — Timet. 
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RECENT WORKS— continuecL 

Signs of the Times ; or. The Dangers to Reli^ 

fious Liberty in the Present Day, By the Chevalier 
luNSEN. Translated by Miss SusANNii Winkwohth. 

One Volumet Svo, price 1 6«. ch^ 

** An inrestiffatlon of the re1if(lmiii prin- I prieiithood, Mnociations, and Mcnlar dMrsM 
ciplet at work in the Chiintlan world ; tracing, enforcing apirltnal dogmM." — Idadm; 
•• fitf •• modem politics extend, the action of | 

Stories and Sketches. By James Patn. 

Po8t SvOf Price Ss. Gd, cloth, 

** Mr. Payn ia gay, spirited, obserrant; and I ** A ▼olome of pleaaant reading." — lAUrmm 
shows no little knowledge of men and books." QattM%, 
-- Leader. I 

Round the Fire: Six Stories for Young Readers. 

By the Author of " The Day of a Baby Boy.** 

Square 1 6mOy with FrontispiecCf price Sa, chdh, 

** These stories are supposed to be told by I and winning, and makes as feel that we are 
six little girls. The language is child-like | reading true children's stories. "—il/A<9Mnfm. 

A Residence in Tasmania. 

By Captain H. Butler Stoney. 

Demy Svo, with Plates, Cuts, and a Map, price 14«. cloth, 

Sight-Seeing in Germany and the Tyrol, in the 

Autumn of 1855. By Sir John Forbes, Author of 
^^ A Physician's Holiday," &c. 

Post Svo, with Map and View, price ^0s, 6d. cloth. 

The Treatment of the Insane, without Mechan- 
ical Eeatrainta. By John Conollt, M.D. 

Demi/ Svo, price lis. cloth, 

A Handbook of Average, for the use of Mer- 
chants, Shipowners, Sfc, with a Chapter on Arbitration. 
By Manley Hopkins. 

^vo, price \2s. 6d. cloth, 

Hand-Book of British Maritime Law. 

By D. R. lyfoRiCE, Advocate. 

Svo, price 5s,, cloth. 

The History, Topography, and Antiquities of 

iJie Isle of Wight. By Davenport Adams. 

Quarto, 25 Steel Plates, cloth, gilt edges, price 2l, 2s, 
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RECENT WORKS— continued. 

A Manual of Therapeutics. 
By Edwakd John Waring 

Fcap, 8vo, price \28. 6(/. cloth. 

Disorders of the Blood. By Julius Vogel, M.D. 
Translated by Chunder Coomar Det. 

8vo, price Is. Qd, cloth. 

The Court of Henry VIII.: being a Selection 

of the Despatches of Sebastian Giustinian, Venetian 
Ambassador^ 1515-1519. Translated by Rawdon 
Brown. 

Two Vols., crown Svo, price 21«. cloth. 

A Campaign with the Turks in Asia. 
By Charles Duncan. 

Two Vols., post 8vo, price 21«. chth. 

The Red River Settlement. 

By Alexander Ross^ Author of " Fur Hunters in th^ 
Far West" 

One Volume, post Svo, price lOs. 6(f. chth. 

The Fur Hunters of the Far West. 

By Alexander Ross. 

Two Volumes, post 8vo. With Map and Plate. 2\s, chth, 

RussO'Turkish Campaigns of 1828-9. 

By Colonel Chesnet, R.A., D.C.L., F.R.S. 

TTiird Edition, Post Bvo, with Maps, price I2s. cloth. 

Military Forces and Institutions of Great 

Britain. By H. Btbrlet Thomson, of the Inner 
Temple. 

Bvo, I5s, cloth. 

A Manual of the Mercantile Law of Great 

Britain and Ireland. By Professor Leone Levi, 
Author of " Commercial Law of the World." 

Bvo, price I2s. cloth. 

The Laws of War Affecting Commerce and 

Shipping. By H. Btbrlet Thomson, of the Inner 
Temple. 

Second Edition, greatly enlarged, Bvo, price 4«. 6(f. boards. 



10 WORKS PUBLISHED BY 



WOliKS ON INDIA AND THE EAST. 

DR. FORBES ROYLTS WORKS. 

Review of the Measures adopted in India for 

the Improved Culture of Cotton. Svo, 2$. 6d, cloth. 

The Fibrous Plants of India fitted for Cordage^ 

Clothing 9 and Paper. 8vo, price \2b. cloth. 

On the Culture and Commerce of Cotton in 

India. 8t?o, price 18^. chih. 

The Productive Resources of India. Super royal 

Svo, price 14^. cloth. 

The English in Western India ; being the Early 

History of the Factory at Surat, of Bombay. By Philip 
Andekson, am. 

Second Edition^ 8vo, price \Am, cloth. 



'^Qnalnt, cnrknui, and amtuinfc, thli Tolame 
deicrfbef,, from old mantucriptt and obicure 
books, the life of KnidUh merctianU in an 
Indian Factory. It contains freiili and amiuiog 



SOMip, all bearing on erenta and chaneten of 
istorical importance." — Athenannm. 
" A book of permanent ralve.** — OuardUm, 



Life in Ancient India. By Mbs. Speib. 

With Sixty lUmtrationM by G. Bciiarf. 8t^o, price 15«., elegantly boumd in 

clothf yilt edges. 



** We fhonld in rain leek for any other trea- 
tiie which, in so short a space, gives so well- 
connected an account of the early period of 
Indian history."— Z>ai/y Netos. 

** Whoerer desires to have the best, the 
ooropletest, and the most popular view of what 



Oriental scholars have made known to as 
respecting Ancient India roust pemae the work 
of Mrs. Speir ; in which he will find tbfl atory 
told hi clear, correct, and unaflteted EngMth. 
The book is admirably got op."->JKrafii<«Mr. 



The Cauvery^ Kistnah, and Godavery : being 

a Report on the Works constructed on those Rivers^ for 
the Irrigation of Provinces in the Presidency of 
Madras. Bv R. Baibd Smith, F.G.S., Lt-CoL Bengal 
Engineers, &c., &c. 

In demy 8t;o, with 19 PlanSf price 28«. cloth, 
** A most curious and interesting work."— JBomofni^^. 

The JBhilsa Topes ; or^ Buddhist Monuments of 

Central India. By Major Cunningham. 

One Volume^ 8vo, wiiJIi Thirty'three Ptatea^ price 30*. cloth. 



•• Of the Topes openwl in various parts of 
India none have yielded m rich a liarvest of 
important information as those of Hhilsa, opened 
by Major Cunningliam and Lieut. Malsey ; and 



which are dcHcrilied, with an abundance of 
higlily curious grapliic illustrattonf , tai this moat 
interesting book."— ifzamifMr. 



The Chinese and their Rebellions^ 

By Thomas TAixott Meadows. 

One Thick Volume^ 8vo, with Maps, price \Ss, cloth. 



** Mr. Meadows' book is the work of a learned, 
conscientious , and obiervant person, and really 
Important in many respects."— 7Ym««. 

** Mr. Meadows has produced a work which 



deserves to be studied l^ all who would gain 
a true apprecUtion of Cliinese chanMrtar. Inlbr- 
mation is sown broad'Cast throai^ every 
page."— il^A^nortim. 



SMITH, ELDER & CO. 1 1 



WORKS ON INDIA AND THE EAST— continued. 

BRIGADIER-GENERAL JACOB'S PAMPHLETS. 

Tracts on the Native Army oj India. 8t;o, 2^. 
Remarks on the Bengal Army and Furlough 

Regulations, Svo, 2a. 

Rifle Practice. Third Edition^ 8vOj 2s. 



A Sketch of Assam; with some Account of the Hill 

Tribes. Coloured Plates ^ 8vo, price 14s. cloth. 

Butlers Travels and Adventures in Assam. One 

Volume Svo, with Plates ^ price 12s, cloth 

Dr. Wilson on Infanticide in Western India. 

Demy 8vo, price 12^. 

Rev. James Coley^s Journal of the Sutlej Campaign. 

Fcap. 8vo, price 55. cloth. 

Crawfurd^s Grammar and Dictionary of the Malay 

Language. 2 vols. Svo, price 365. cloth. 

Roberts's Indian Exchange Tables. Svo. Second 

Edition, enlarged, price 10s. Qd, cloth. 

Waring on Abscess in the Liver. Svo, price 3^. 6dL 
Laurie's Second Burmese War — Rangoon. Post 

Svo, with Plates, price 1 Os, 6c?. cloth, 

Laurie's Pegu. Post Svo, price 14^. cloth. 

Boyd's Turkish Interpreter: a Grammar of the 

Turkish Language. Svo, price 12^. 

BridgnelVs Indian Commercial Tables. Royal Svo, 

price 21 5., half-bound. 

• The Bombay Quarterly Review. Nos. 1 to 1 1 , price 

5^. each. 

Baillie's Land Tax of India. According to the 

Moohummudan Law. Svo, price 6s, cloth. 

Baillie's Moohummudan Law of Sale. Svo, price 

14s. cloth. 

Irving s Theory and Practice of Caste. Svo, price 

5s. cloth. 

OingelVs Ceremonial Usages of the Chinese^ 

Imperial Svo, price 9s. cloth. 
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WORKS PUBLISHED BY 



CHEAP SERIES OF FOFULAB FICTIONS. 

Well printed, in large type, on good paper, and strongly 

bound in cloth. 

Jane JEyre. By Curreb Bell. 

New Edition, Small Post 8ro, price 2s, 6d, cloth, 

***Jm6 Eyre' if a remarkable production, thought, enable tbia tale toitand boldly <mt 

FreibneM and ori^nality, truth and passion, from the maM* and to aaanme its own plaes 

•insular felicity in the description of natural in tlie bright field of romantic literature."-* 

scenery, and in the analysation of human Times, 

Shirley. By Curber Bell. 

New Edition, Small Post %vOt price 2s, 6d, cloth, 

** The peculiar power which was so greatly 
admhred in * Jane Kyre' is not absent from 
this boolc. It possesses deep interest, and an 
irresistible grasp of reality. There are scenes 

Villette. By Cubrbr Bell. 

New Edition. Small Post Svo, price 2s, 6d, cloth, (Just ready,) 

*'Thif novel amply sustains the fame of I as an original and powerftU writer."— 
the author of * Jaue Eyre' and ^Sliirley' | Examiner. 

TO BE FOLLOWED BT 

Wuthering Heights. By Ellis Bell, and 
Agnes Grey. By Acton Bell. 



which, for strength and delicacy of emotion, 
are not transcended in the range 6t Eni^iab 
iiti(\iaM."— 'Examiner. 



WOKKS OF MR. THACKERAY. 
Lectures on the English Humourists of the \Sth 

Century. By W. M. Thackeray, Author of *^ Vanity 
Fair," "The Newcomes," &c. 

Second Edition, Crown 8t;o, price \0s, 6d, cloth, 

tempered but never weakened by czperienoe 
and sympathy; the felicitous phrases, tlie 
striking anecdotes, the passages of wise, prac- 
tical reflection ; all these lose much less than 
we could have expected from the absence of 
the voice, manner, and look of the lecturer.*'— 
Spectator. 

Esmond. By W. M. Thackebay. 

Second Edition. 3 vols.f Crown 8 wo, reduced to 15*. cloth. 



"To those who attended the lectures, the 
book will be a pleasant reminiscence, to others 
an exciting uoveltv. The style—clear, idioma- 
He, forcible, familiar, but never slovenly ; tiie 
searching strokes of sarcasm or irony ; tlie 
occasional flashes of generous scorn; tlie touches 
of pathos, pity, and tenderness ; the morality 



** Mr. Thackeray lias selected for his hero a 
very noble type of the cavalier softening into 
the man of the eighteenth century, and for 
Ills heroine one of tlie sweetest women tiiat 
ever brcatiied from canvas or from book, 



since Raffaelle painted and Shakspeare wrote. 
The stvle is manly, clear, terse, and vigorous, 
reflecting every mood— |iathetic, graphic, or 
sarcastic— of the writer."— /fj>«c<a^or. 



The Rose and the Ring ; or the History of 

Prince Giglio and Prince Bulbo. By Mb. M. A* 

TlTMABSH. 

With 68 Cuts drawn by the Author, Srd Edition, price 6s, 
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NEW NOVELS. 

(to be had at all libraries). 

Riverston. By Georgiana M. Craik, 3 vols. 



" A production of mark, and qualified 
interest old as -well as young. The charm 



to 
of 



the book is in its perception of character and 
the picturesqueness and force of the style. 
Miss Craib's emotional, as well as reflective 
powers, are of no ordinary description." — 
Leader. 

'* An admirable and in every way genuine 
work of art. * * The author is a dibutante 
far beyond the commcm order. She has great 
knowledge of the human heart, blended and 
softened by the best and most kindly feelings." 
— Critic. 

** This will, no doubt, prove a very successfdl 



novel, and deservedly so. The interest is 
sustained by the powerful delineation of 
character. It reminds us of * Jane Eyre ' in 
the struggles of will and passion through the 
events of human life. It is highly moral in its 
tone and character, as well as deeply interest- 
ing, and written in an excellent style." — 
Morning Herald. 

** No reader will take up this novel without 
finding his sympathy excited in favour of 
many of the leading personages. Good senti- 
ments and just appreciation of character 
abound, and the writer cannot fail to find a 
host of admirers." — Observer. 



The Noble Traytour, A Chronicle. 3 vols. 



** A chronicle interesting for its facts, in- 
teresting for its associations, and above all 
interesting and important for the clear views 
which it gives of the modes of life in * merry 
England' at the eventful period to which it 
refers." — Observer. 

** It is an Elizabethan masquerade. Shakes- 



peare, the Queen, Essex, Raleigh, and ft 
hundred nobles, knights, and ladies of the 
land appear on the stage, which presents a 
close and elaborate copy of the Elizabethan 
fashions. The author has imbued himself 
with the spirit of the times."— Xeader.. 



Farina ; a Legend of Cologne. 

By George Meredith, Author of "The Shaving 
of Sha^at." 1 vol. Post 8vo, IO5. 6d. chih. 



" ' Farina' has a delicate aroma which a re- 
fined reader will appreciate. The story is 
cleverly conceived."— G'Zo6«. 

" We cordially recommend it for general 
purchase and perusal." — Daily News. 



** There is much art displayed in the 
management of the story." — Saturday Review. 

'"Farina' cannot &il to amuse the most 
sober minded reader."— Crt^tc. 

" It has a true Rhenish flavour." — Press, 



The Professor. By Currer Bell. 2 vols. 

Below the Surface: a Story of English Country 

Life, 3 vols. 

The Roua Pass ; or. Englishmen in the High- 
lands. By Erick Mackenzie. 3 vols. 

Kathie Brande: The Fireside History of a 

Quiet Life. By Holme Lee, Author of "Gilbert 
Massenger," " Thorney Hall," &c. 2 vols. 

Friends of Bohemia ; or, Phases of London 

Life. By E. M. Whitty, Author of "The Govern- 
ing Classes." 2 vols., post 8vo. 

Lucian Play fair. By Thomas Mackekn. 3 vols. 
The Eve of St. Mark. By Thomas Dofbleday. 2 vols. 
Oliver Cromwell. By Chas. Edwabd Stewart. 2 vols. 
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NOVELS FORTHCOMING. 

The WJdte House hy the Sea : a Love Story. 

By M, Betiiam-Edwabds. 2 vols. 

Gaston Bligh. By L. S. Lavbnu, Author of 
" Erlesmere." 2 vols. 

The Three Chances. By the Author of « The Fair 
Carew." 3 vols. 

The Moors and the Fens. By F. G. Tbafford. 

3 vols. 

TTie Cruelest Wrong of all. 1 vol. 
Maud Skillicorne's Penance. 2 vols. 
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RECENT NOVELS. 

Tender and True. By the Author of " Clara Morison." 
2 vols. 

Young Singleton. By Talbot Gwtnmb, Author of 

" Tlie School for Fathers," &c. 2 vols. 

Erlesmere. By L. S. Lavenu. 2 vols. 
Perversion: or^ The Causes and Consequences 

of Infidelity. Second Edition. 3 vols. 
Beyminstre. By the Author of " Lena.** 3 vols. 
After Dark. By Wilkie Collins. 2 vols. 
Amherhill. By A. J. Bakrowcliffb. 2 vols. 
Leonora. By the Hon. Mrs. Maberly. 3 vols. 
Eveleen. By E. L. A. Berwick. . 3 vols. 
Maurice Elvington. By Wilfrid East. 3 vob. 
Florence Templar. 1 vol. 
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MISCELLANEOUS- 

Elementary Works on Social Economy. Uniform in 

foolscap 8vo, half-bound. 

I.— OUTLINES OF SOCIAL ECONOMY. U, 6(f. 
II.— PROGRESSIVE LESSONS IN SOCIAL SCIENCE. U 6(f . 
ni.— INTRODUCTION TO THE SOCIAL SCIENCES. 28, 
IV.— QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS on the Arbangembnts 

AND Relations of Social Life. 2». 6rf. 
v.— OUTLINES OF THE UNDERSTANDING. 28. 
VL— WHAT AM I ? WHERE AM I ? WHAT OUGHT I TO 
DO? &c. \8, sewed. 

Swainson's Lectures on New Zealand. Crown 8vo, 

price 2s. 6c?. cloth, 

Swainson^s Account of Auckland. Post 8vo, with a 

view, price 6s. cloth. 

PlayfordHs Hints for Investing Money. Second 

Edition, post 8vo, price 2^. 6f?. cloth. 

Sir John Forbes s Memorandums in Ireland. Two 

Vols., post 8vo, price IZ. Is. cloth. 

Leigh Hunt's Men^ Women j and Books. Two Vols., 

price 10s. cloth. 

Table Talk. 3s. 6d. cloth. 

— ■ Wit and Humour. 5s. cloth. 

Jar of Honey. 5s. cloth. 

Sir John HerscheTs Astronomical Observations made 

at the Cape of Good Hope. 4to, with plates, price 4Z. 4s. cloth. 

Darwins Geological Observations on Coral Reejs, 

Volcanic Islands^ and on South America. With maps, plates, 
and woodcuts, 10s. Qd. cloth. 

Levi's Commercial Law of the World. Two Vols., 

royal 4to, price 61. cloth. 

Juvenile Delinquency. By M. Hill and C. F. 

CoRNWALUS. Post 8vo, price 65. cloth. 

Doubleday's Tru£ Law of Population. Third Edition, 

8vo, 10s. cloth. 

McCanns Argentine Provinces^ ^c. Two Vols., 

post 8vo, with illustrations, price 24s. cloth. 

Rowcrq/i's Tales of the Colonies. Fifth Edition. 

6s. cloth. 

Goethe's Conversations with Eckermann. Translated 

by John Oxenford. Two Vols., post 8vo, lOs. cloth. 

KavanaghbS Women of Christianity Exemplary for 

Piety and Charity, Post 8vo, with Portraits, price 12s., in 
embossed cloth, gilt edges. 
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POETKY. 

England in Time of War. By Sydney Dopftl, 

Author of " Balder," " The Roman," &c.* Crown 8vo, 55. c 

" * England in Time of War ' is a series of lyrics representing the emotions of those wl ore 
left at home to bear the passive sorrows (J. war, and of those who go out to brave its perilb." — 
Westminster Review. 

** That Mr. Dobell is a poet, * England in time of War * bears witness in many single lines, and 
in two or three short ^poems.**—Athenceum, 

The Cruel Sister^ and other Poems. Fcap. 8vo, 

45. cloth. 

** There are traces of power, and the versification displays fireedom and skill." — Ouardian. 

Poems q/ Past Years. By Sir Arthur Hallam 

Elton, Bart., M.P. Fcap. 8vo, 35. cloth. 

" A refined, scholarly, and gentlemanly mind is apparent all through this volume." — Leader. 

Poems. By Mrs. Frank P. Fellows. Fcap. 8vo, 

35. cloth. 

" There is easy simplicity in the diction, and elegant naturalness in the thought."— ^jp«cto/or. 

Lota^ AND other Poems. By Devon Harris. 

Fcap. 8vo, 45. cloth. 

" Displaying high poetic genius and ^wer.** —Eclectic Review, 

Poetry from Life. By C. M. K. Fcap. 8vo, cloth 

gilt, 55. 

" Elegant verses. The author has a pleasing &ncy and a refined mind."— J^eonomif^ 

Poems. By Walter R. Cassels. Fcap. 8vo, price 

35. ^d. cloth. 

** Mr. Cassels has deep poetical feeling, and gives promise of real excellence. His poems are 
written sometimes with a strength of eiq;>ression by no means common."— 6^rdtan. 

Garlands of Verse. By Thomas Leigh. Fcap. 

8vo, 55. cloth. 

" One of tiie best things in the * Garlands of Verse' is an Ode to Toil. There, as elsewhere, 
there is excellent feeling."— ^^xammer. 

Balder. By Sydney Dobell. Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. cloth. 

** The vrriter has fine qualities ; his level of thought is lofty, and his passion for the beautiftil 
has the truth of instinct." — Athenaum. 

Poems. By William Bell Scott. Fcap. 8vo, with 

Three Etchings, price 55. cloth. 

*' Mr. Scott has poetical feeling, keen observation,deep thought, and command of language." — 
Spectator. 

Poems. By Mary Maynard. Fcap. 8vo, 4^. cloth. 

" We have rarely met with a volume of poems displaying so large an amount of power, 
blended with so much delicacy of feeling and grace of expression." — Church of England 
Quarterly. 

Poems. By Currer, Ellis, and Acton Bell. Fcap. 

8vo, 45. cloth. 

Select Odes of Horace. In English Lyrics. By 

J. T. Black. Fcap. 8vo, price 45. cloth. 

London: Printed by Smith, Elder & Co., Little Green Arbour Court. 



